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IJYRON. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The tale which these disjointed Aragments present, is 
founded npon circumstances now less common in the 
East than formerly; either because the ladies are more 
circumspect than in the '' olden time;" or because the 

* 

Christians have better fortune, or less enterprize. The 
story, when entire, contained the adventures of a female 
slave, who was thrown, in the Mussulman manner, into 
the sea for infidelity, and avenged by a young Venetian, 
her lover, at the time the Seven Islands were possessed 
by the Republic of Venice, and soon after the Amauts 
were beaten back from the Morea, which they had ra- 
vaged for some time subsequent to the Russian invasion. 
The desertion of the Mainotes, on being refused the 
plunder of Misitra, led to the abandonment of that en- 
terprize, and to the desolation of the Morea, during 
which the cruelty exercised on all sides was unparalleled 
even in the annals of the faithful. 



THE GIAOUR, 



A FRAGMENT OF A TURKISH TALE. 



N o breath of air to break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian's grave. 
That tomb ^ which, gleaming o er the cliff. 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff, 
High o'er the land he saved in vain — 
When shall such hero live again ? 



S 



Fair clime! where every season smiles 
Benignant o'er those blessed isles, 
Which seen from far Colonna's height. 
Make glad the heart that hails the sight, 10 

And lend to loneliness delight. 
There mildly dimpling — Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of the eastern wave ; 1^ 



THE GIAOUK. 

And if at times a transient breeze 

Break the blue chrystal of the seas, 

Or sweep one blossom from the trees. 

How welcome is each gentle air, 

That wakes and wafts the odours there ! 20 

For there — the Rose o'er crag or vale, 

Sultana of the Nightingale,^ 

The maid for whom his raelodj — 

His thousand songs are heard on high, 
Blooms blushing to her lover's tale; (26 

His queen, the garden queen, his Rose, 
Unbent by winds, unchill'd by snows, 
Far from the winters of the west 
By every breeze and season blest, 
Returns the sweets by nature given 30 

In softest incense back to heaven ; 
And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh. 
And many a summer flower is there. 
And many a shade tliat love might share, 35 

And many a grotto, meant for rest. 
That holds the pirate for a guest ; 
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Whose bark in sheltering cove below 

Lurks for the passing peaceful prow. 

Till the gay mariner's guitar' 40 

Is heard, and seen the evening star ; 

Then stealing with the muffled oar. 

Far shaded by the rocky shore. 

Rush the night-prowlers on the prey^ 

And turn to groans his roundelay. 4/! 

Strange — that where Nature lov'd to trace. 

As if for Gods, a dwelling-place. 

And every charm and grace hath mixed 

Within the paradise she fixed — 

There man, enamour'd of distress, 50 

Should mar it into wilderness, 

And trample, brute-like, o'er each flower 

Tliat tasks not one laborious hour ; 

Nor claims the culture of his hand 

To bloom along the fairy land, ^S 

But springs as to preclude his core. 

And sweetly woos him — but to spare ! 

Strange — that where all is peace beside 

There passion riots in her pride, 

D 8 
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And lust and rapine wildly reign, Gd. 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevail'd 

Against the seraphs they assail'd. 

And fixed, on heavenly thrones, should dwell 

The freed inheritors of hell — 05 

So soft the scene, so form'd for joy. 

So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

He who hath bent him o'er the dead. 

Ere the first day of death is fled ; 

The first dark day of nothingness, 7(1 

The last of danger and distress ; 

(Before Decay's effacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers,) 

And mark'd the mild angelic air— 

The rapture of repose that's there-* IG 

The fixed yet tender traits that streak 

The languor of the placid cheek. 

And — but for that sad shrouded eye, 

That fires not — wins not — weeps not — now — 
And but for that chill changeless brow, ^0 

Where cold Obstruction's apathy^ 
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Appals the gazing mourner's heart. 
As if to him it could impart 
The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon — 
Yes — but for these and these alone, S^ 

Some moments — aye — one treacherous hour, 
He still might doubt the tyrant's power, 
So fadr — so cakn — so softly seal'd 
The first — ^last look — by death reveal'd!* 
Such is the aspect of this shore — 90 

Tis Greece — but living Greece no more! 
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 
We start — for soul is wanting there. 
Hers is the loveliness in death. 

That parts not quite with parting breath; V5 

But beauty with that fearful bloom, 
That hue which haunts it to the tomb- 
Expression's last receding ray, 
A gilded halo hovering round decay. 
The farewell beam of Feeling past away ! 100 

Spark of that flame — perchance of heavenly birth — 
Which gleams — but warms no more its cherish'd earth ! 
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Clime of the unforgotten brave!— 
Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was Freedom's home or Glory's grave — 105 

Shrine of the mighty ! can it be. 
That this b all remains of thee ? 
Approach thou craven crouching slave- 
Say, is not this Thermopylae? 

These waters blue that round you lave 110 

Oh servile offspring of the free — 
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this? 

The gulf, the rock of Salaiuis ! 
These scenes — their story not unknown- 
Arise, and make again your own ; 116 
Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires, 
And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear. 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear, 120 
And leave his sons a hope, a fame. 
They too will rather die than shame ; 
For Freedom's battle once begun. 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son, 
^ Though baffled oft is ever won. 1 2.5 
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Bear witness, Greece, thy living page, 
Attest it many a deathless age! 
WUle kings in dusty darkness hid, 
Have left a nameless pyramid. 

Thy heroes — though the general doom 1 30 

Hath swept the column from their tomb, 

A nughtier monument command, 

The mountains of their native land ! 

There points thy Muse to stranger's eye, 

The graves of those that cannot die ! 1 %5 

Twere long to tell, and sad to trace. 

Each step from splendour to disgrace. 

Enough — no foreign foe could quell 

Thy soul, till from itself it fell, 

Yes ! Self-abasement pav'd the way 140 

To vilain-bonds and despot-sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore? 

No legend of thine olden time, 
No theme on which the muse might soar. 
High as thine own in days of yore, 143 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 
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The hearts within thy valleys bred, 
The fiery souls that might have led 

Thy SODS to deeds sublime ; 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave, 150 

Slaves — nay the bondsmen of a slave,* 

And callous, save to crime ; 
Stain'd with each evil that pollutes 

Mankind, where least above the brutes ; 

Without even savage virtue blest, 155 

Without one free or valiant breast. 

Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 

Proverbial wiles, and ancient craft, 

In this the subtle Greek is found. 

For this, and this alone, renown'd. 160 

In vain might Liberty invoke 

The spirit to its bondage broke^ 

Or raise tlie neck that courts the yoke : 

Ho more her sorrows I bewail, 

Yet tliis will be a mournful tale, \65 

And they who listen may believe. 

Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 
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Fv, dark, aloDg the blue «ea glancing. 
The shadows of the rocks advancing, 
Start on die fisher^s eye like boat 1 70 

Of island-pirate or Mainote ; 
And fearful for his light caique 
He shuns the near but doubtful creek, 
Though worn and weary with his toil. 
And cumbered with his scaly spoil, 175 

Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oar. 
Till Port Leone's safer shore 
Receives him by the lovely light 
That best becomes an Eastern night. 



Who thundering comes on blackest steed i 180 

With slackened bit and hoof of speed. 
Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The cavem*d echoes wake around 
In lash for lash, and bound for bound ; 
Tlie foam that streaks the courser^s side, 18S 

Seems gather'd from the ocean-tide : 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest. 
There's none within hb rider's breas^ 
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And though to-morrow's tempest lower, 

Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour! '' ]90 

I know tliee not, I loathe thy race, 

But in thy lineaments I trace 

What time shall strengthen, not efface ; 

Though young and pale, that sallow front 

Is scath'd by fiery passiou's brunt, 105 

Though bent on earth thine evil eye 

As meteor like thou glidest by, 

Right well I view, and deem thee one 

Whom Othman's sons should slay or shmi. 

Oil— on he hastened — and he drew 200 

My gaze of wonder as he flew : 
Though like a demon of the night 
He passed and vanished from my sight; 
His aspect and his air impressed 

A troubled memory on my breast ; 205 

And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser's hoofs of fear. 
He spurs his steed — he nears the steep. 
That jutting shadows o'er the deep— 
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He winds around — he hurries by — 2 10 

Tlie rock relieves him from mine eye— 
For well I ween unwelcome he 

Whose glance is fixed on those that flee ; 

And not a star but shines too bright 

On him who takes such timeless flight. 215 

He wound along — ^but ere he passed 

One glance he snatched — as if his last — 

A moment checked his wheeling steed— 

A moment breathed him from hU speed— 

A moment on his stirrup stood — 220 

Why looks he o'er the olive wood ? — 

The crescent glimmers on the hill, 

The Mosque's high lamps are quivering still ; 

Though too remote for sound to wake 

In echoes orme far tophaike, ^ 22.5 

The flashes of each joyous peal 

Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeal. 

Towiight — set Rhamazani's sun — 

To-night — the Bairara feast's begun — 

To-night — but who and what art thou 230 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 
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And what are these to thine or thee. 

That thou should'st either pause or flee ? 

He stood — some dread was on his face — 

Soon Hatred settled in its place — 235 

It rose not with the reddening flush 

Of transient Anger*s darkening blush^ 

But pale as marble o'er ttie tomb^ 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 

His brow was bent — his eye was glazed — 240 

He raised his arm, and fiercely raised ; 

And sternly shook his hand on high. 

As doubting to return or fly ; — 

Impatient of his flight delayed 

Here loud his raven charger neighed— 245 

Down glanced that hand, and grasped his blade-* 

That sound had burst his waking dream. 

As Slumber starts at owlet's scream. — 

The spur hath lanced his courser's sides — 

Away — away — for life he rides — - 250 

Swift as the hurled on high jejrreed, ^ 

Springs to the touch his startled steed, 
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The rock is doubled — and the shore 

Shakes 'with the clattering tramp no more — 

The crag is \von-»no more is seen 255 

His Christian crest and haughty mien. — 

Twas but an instant*— he, restrained 

That fiery barb so stejg||^ reined — 

Twas but a moment that he stood, 

Then sped as if by death pursued ; 260 

But in that instant, o'er his soul 

Winters of Memory seemed to roll ; 

And gather in that drop of time 

A life of pain, an age of crime. 

O^er him who loves, or hates, or fears, 265 

Such moment pours the grief of years*- 

What felt Ac then — at once opprest 

By all that most distracts the breast i 

That pause — which pondered o er his fate, 

Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! 27(> 

Though in Time's record nearly nought, 

It was Eternity to Thought ! 

For infinite as boundless space 

The thought that Conscience must embrace, 
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Which in itself can comprehend 275 

Woe without name — or hope — or end. — 

The hour is past, the Giaour is gone^ 
And did he fly or fall alone ? 
Woe to that hour he came, or went. 
The curse for Hassan's sin was sent 280 

To turn a palace to a tomb ; 
He came, he went, like the Simoom, ^^ 
That harbinger of fate and gloom, 
Beneath whose widely-wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death — 285 

Dark tree — still sad, when others' grief is fled, 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 

The steed is vanisiied from the stall, 
No serf i.s seen in Hassan's hall 

The lonely Spider's thin grey pall 290 

Waves slowly widening o'er die wall ; 
The Bat builds in his Haram bower; 
And in the fortress of his power 
Tlie Owl usurps tlic beacon-tower ; 
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The wild-dog howls o'er the fountain's brioi, 295 

With baffled thirst, and famine, grim, 

For the stream has shrunk from its marble bed. 

Where the weeds and the desolate dust are spread. 

Twas sweet of yore to see it play 

And chase the sultrinessjpf day — 30(> 

^ r 

As springing high the sHver dew 

In whirls fantastically flew. 

And flung luxurious coolness round 

The air, and verdure o'er the ground*^ 

'Twas sweet, when cloudless stars were bright, SO.'i 

To view the wave of watery Ught, 

And Lear its melody by night. — 

And oft had Hassan's Childhood played 

Around the verge of that cascade; 

And oft upon his mother's breast 5} 10 

That sound had harmonized his rest ; 

And oft had Hassan's Youth along 

Its bank been sooth'd by Beauty's song ; 

And softer seemed each melting tone 

Of Music mingled with iu own. — M.^ 

But ne'er shall Hassan's Age repose 

Along the brink at Twilight's clot 
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Tlie stream that filled that font is fled — 

The blood that warmed hb heart is shed ! — 

And here no more shall human voice r^2(i 

Be heard to rage — regret — rejoice — 

The last sad note that swelled the gale 

Was woman's wildest funf^ral wail — 

T/iat quenched in silence — all is still. 

But the lattice that flaps when the wind is shrill — 2525 

Though raves the gust, and floods the rain, 

No hand shall close its clasp again. 

r 

On desart sands 'twere joy to scan 

The rudest steps of fellow man. 

So here the very voice of Grief 3S0 

Might wake an Echo like relief — 

At least 'twould say, *' all are not gone ; 

" Tliere lingers Life, though but in one — 

For, many a gilded chamber's there. 

Which Solitude might well forbear ; SSli 

Within that dome as yet Decay 

Hath slowly worked her cankering way — 

But Gloom is gathered o'er the gate. 

Nor there die Fakir's self will wait; 
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Nor there will wandering Dervise stay, 340 

For Bounty cheers not bis delay ; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 

To bless the sacred '' bread and salt/* " 

Alike must Wealth and Poverty -^ 

Pass heedless and unheeded by, 345 

For Courtesy and Pity md 

With Hassan on the mountain side.-* 

Hb roof — that refuge unto men — 

Is Desolation's hungry deo. — 
The guest flies the hall, and the vassal from labour, 350 
Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabre ! ** 



I hear the sound of coming feet, 
But not a voice mine ear to greet- 
More near— each turbafi I can scan, 
And silver-sheathed ataghan ; *' 3 j5 

Hie foremost of the band is seen 
An Emir by hb garb of green : '^ 
^ Ho! who art thou? — ^this low salam*' 

'' Replies of Moslem faith I am. 

c 
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'' llie burthen ye so gently bear, 360 

** Seems one that claims your utmost care, 
^ And, doubtless, holds some precious freight, 
*' My humble bark would gladly wait." 

I. 

'' Thou speakest sooth, thy skiff unmoor, 
** And waft us from the silent shore ; 36^ 

^ Nay, leave the sail still furlM, and ply 
*' The nearest oar that's scatter'd by, 
'' And midway to those rocks where sleep 
" The channeled waters dark and deep.— 
" Rest from your task — so— bravely done, 370 

'^ Our course has been right swiftly nni, 
** Yet 'tis the longest voyage, I trow, 
"That one of— * ♦ ♦ • 

• «•««••• 

Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank, 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 575 

I watch'd it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the current caught 
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BestiirM it more, — 'twas but the beam 

That chequer'd o'er the living stream — 

I gaz'd, till vanishing from view, 380 

like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 

Still less and less, a speck of white f^ 

That gemm'd tlie tide, then mock'd the sight ; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep, 

Known but to Genii of the deep, 385 

Which, trembling in their coral caves, 

Thej dare not whisper to the waves. 

• ••«#•♦« 

As rising m its purple wing 
The insect-queen '* of eastern spring, 
O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 990 

Invites the young pursuer near. 
And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour, 
Then leaves him, as it soars on high, 
With panting heart and tearful eye : 395 

So Beauty lures the full-grown child 
W^ith hue as bright, and wing as wild ; 

c 2 
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A cha9e of idle hopes and fears, 

Begun in folly, closed in tears. 

If won, to equal ills betrayed, 4(Ki 

Woe waits the insect and the maid, 

A life of pain, the loss of peace. 

From infant's play, or man's caprice : 

The lovely toy so fiercely sought 

Has lost its charm by being caught, 405 

For every touch that wooed it's stay 

Has brush'd the brightest hues away 

Till charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 

Tis left to fly or fall alone. 

With wounded wing, or bleeding breai^ 410 

Ah ! where shall either victim rest i 

Can thb with faded pinion soar 

From rose to tulip as before ? 

Or Beauty, blighted in an hour. 

Find joy within her broken bower i 415 

No : gayer insects fluttering by 

Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that die. 

And lovelier things have mercy shewn 

To every failing but their own. 



« 
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And every woe a tear can claim 4^ 

Except an erring sister's shame. 



The Mind, that broods o*er guilty woes. 

Is like the Scorpion girt by fire, 
In circle narrowing as it glows 

The flames around their captive close, 425 

Till inly searched by thousand throes, 

And maddening in her ire. 
One sad and sole relief she knows. 
The sting she nourished for her foes, 
Whose venom never yet was vain, 430 

Gives but one pang, and cures all pain, 
And darts into her desperate brain.— 
So do the dark in soul expire, 
Or live like Scorpion girt by fire ;'^ 
So wiithes the mind Remorse hath riven, 435 

Unfit for earth, uudoom'd for heaven. 
Darkness above, despair beneath, 
Around it flame', within it death !— - 
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Black Hassan from the Harani flied, 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes, 4i0 

The unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shares he not the hunter's joys. 
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in his Serai. 

Doth Leila there no longer dwell ? MS 

That tale can only Hassan tell : 
Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon that eve she tied away ; 
When Rhamazan's'' last sun was set, 
And flashing from each minaret 450 

Millions of lamps proclaim*d the feast 
Of Bairam through the boundless East. 
'Twas then she went as to the bath. 
Which Hassan vainly searched in wrath, 
But she was flown her mtister's rage 455 

\n likeness of a Georgian page ; 
And far beyond tlie Moslem's power 
Had wrong'd him with the faithless Giaour. 
Somewhat of this had Hassan deem'd, 
But still so fond, so fair she seem'd, 460 
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Too well he trusted to the slave 

Whose treachery deserv'd a grave : 

And on that eve had gone to mosque, 

And thence to feast in his kiosL. 

Such is the tale his Nubians tell, 465 

Who did not watch their charge too well ; 

But others say, that on that night, 

By pale Phingari's ^ trembling light. 

The Giaour upon his jet black steed 

Was seen — but seen alone to speed 470 

W^ith bloody spur along the shore. 

Nor maid nor page behind him bore. 



Her eye's dark charm 'twere vain to tell, 
But gaze on that of the Gazelle, 
It will assist thy fancy well, 475 

As large, as languishingly dark. 
But Soul beam'd forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid. 
Bright as the jewel of Giamschid **. 
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m 

Yea^ Soul, and should our prophet say 

That form was nought but breathing clay, 

By Alia! I would answifr nay; 

Though on Al-Sirat's ^* arch I stood, 

Which totters o'er the fiery flood, 

With Paradise within my view, 

And all his Hourb beckoning through. 

Oh ! who young Leila's glance could read 

And keep that portion of his creed** 

Which saith, that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant's lust I 

On her might Muftis gaze, and own 

That through her*eye the Immortal shon 

On her fair cheek^s unfading hue. 

The young pomegranate's^ blossoms strew 

Their bloom in blushes ever new— 

Her hair in hyacinthine^ flow 

When left to roll its folds below ; 

As midst her handmaids in the hall 

She stood superior to them all. 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 

Gleamed whiter than the mountain sleet 
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Ere from the cloud that gave k birth. 

It felly and caught one staio of earth. 

Hie cygnet nobly walks 4hB water — 

So moved on earth Circassia's daughter-— SOB 

The loveliest bird of Franguestan ! ^' 

As rears her crest the rufiled Swan, 

And spurns the wave with vnngs of pride, 

When pass the steps of stranger man 
Along the banks that bound her tide ; 510 

Thus rose fair Leila\whiter neck : — 

Tlius armed with beauty would she check 

Intrusion's glance, till Folly's gaze 

Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 

Thus high and graceful was her gait; Sl$ 

Her heart as tender to her mate— 

Her mate — stem Hassan, who was he { 

Alas ! that name was not for theel 

• # • •• # # • 



Stem Hassan hath a journey ta'en 
With twenty vassals in his train, 
Each arm'd as best becomes a man 
With arquebuss and ataghan; 



520 
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The chief before, as decked for war 

Bears in his belt the scimitar 

Stain'd with the best of Arnaut blood, 525 

f 

When in the pass the rebels stood. 

And few retum'd to tell the tale 

Of what befell in Parne's vale. 

The pistols which his girdle bore 

Were those that once a pasha wore, 530 

Which still, though gemni'd and boss'd widi gold^ 

Even robbers tremble to behold. — 

'Tis said he goes to woo a bride 

More true than her who left his side ; 

The faidiless slave that broke her bower, 53.5 

And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour!^- 

The sun's lail rays are on the hill. 
And sparkle in the fountain rill. 
Whose welcome waters cool and clear. 
Draw blessings from the mountaineer; 540 

Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Find that repose 'twere vain to seek 
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Id ciliea lodg'd too near bis lord, 
And trembling for his secret hoard- 
Here may he rest ^here aone can see, 545 

In crowds a slave, in deserts free ; 

And with forbidden wine may stain 

The bowl a Moslem must not drain.— 
*♦ *♦*♦♦# 

The foremost Tartar's in the gap, 
Conspicuous by hb yellow cap, / 55# 

The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile ; 
Above, the mountain rears a peak. 
Where vultures whet the thirsty beak. 
And their's may be a feast to-night, 555 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow's light 
Beneath, a river's wintry stream 
Has shrunk before the summer beam. 
And left a channel bleak and bare. 
Save shrubs that spring to perish therei 560 

Each side the midway path there lay 
Small broken crags of granite gray, 



28 THE OIAOUR. 

By time or inountain lightning riven, 

From summits clad in mists of heaven ; 

For \%here is he that hadi beheld 565 

The peak of Liakura unveil'd ? 
»«*♦♦*»♦ 

They reach the grove of pine at last, 

'^ Bismillah!^ now the peril's past; 
** For yonder view the opening plain, 

** And diere well prick our steeds amain :" 57(> 

The Chiaus spake, and as he said, 

A bullet whistled o'er his head ; 

The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check the rein 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound, 575 

But three shall never mount again, 
Unseen the foet that gave the M'ound, 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 
With steel uusheatli'd, and carbine bent. 
Some o'er their courser's harness leant, 580 

Half shelter'd by the steed, 
Some fly behind die nearest rock. 
And tliere await the coming shock, 
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Nor tmmely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen, 585 

Who dare not qiut their craggy screen* 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his course, 
Tdl fiery flashes in the van 

Proclaim too sure the robber-clan 590 

Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the promised prey ; 
Tlien curl'd his very beard *^ with ire, 
And glared his eye with fiercer fire. 
" Though far and near die bullets hiss^ '595 

^ I've scaped a bloodier hour than this.'* 
And now the foe their covert quit. 
And call his vassals to submit ; 
But Hassan's frown and furious word 
Are dreaded more tlian hostile sword, (iCK) 

Nor of his little band a man 
Resign'd carbine or ataghan — 
Nor raised the craven cry, Amaun ! *■ 
In fuller sight, more near and near, 
Tlie lately ambush'd foes appear, £05 
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And issuing from the grove advance^ 

Some who on battle charger prance. — 

Who leads them on with foreign brand. 

Far flashing in his red right hand ? 

" Tls he — ^"tis he — I know him now, 610 

** I know him bj Iiis pallid brow ; 

'* I know him by the evil eye *' 

'* That aids his envious treachery; 

" I know him by his jet-black barb, 

" Though now array 'd in Amaut garb, 615 

" Apostate from his own vile faith, 

*' It shall not lave him from the death ; 

'* *Tis he, well met in any hour, 

" Lost Leila's love — accursed Giaour !" 

As rolls the river into ocean, 620 

In sable torrent wildly streaming ; 

As the sea-tide's opposing motion 
In azure column proudly gleaming. 
Beats back the current many a rood, 
In curling foam and mingling flood; 62.^ 
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While eddying whirl, and breakbg wave, 

Roused by the blast of winter rave; 

Through sparkling spray in thundering clash. 

The lightnings of the waters flash 

In aweful whiteness o'er the shore, G30 

That shines and shakes beneath the roar ; 

Thus — as the stream and ocean greet, 

With waves that madden as they meet — 

Thus join the bands whom mutual wrong, 

And fate and fury drive along. 635 

The bickering sabres' shivering jar 

And pealing wide — or ringing near- 

It's echoes on the throbbing ear 
The deathshot hissing from afar — 
The shock — tlie shout — the groan of war — 640 

Reverberate along that vale, 

More suited to the shepherd's tale: 
Though few the numbers — their's the strife. 
That neither spares nor speaks for life ! 
Ah! fondly youthful hearts can press, 645 

To seize and ihure the dear caress; 
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But Love itself could never pant 

For all that Beauty sighs to grant. 

With half the fervour Hate bestows 

Upon the last embrace of foes, 650 

When grappling in the fight they fold 

Those arms that ne'er shall lose their hold; 

Friends meet to part — Love laughs at faith ;— - 

True foes, once met, are joined till death! 



With sabre shiverM to the hilt, G55 

Yet dripping. with the blood he spilt; 
Yet strain'd within the sever'd hand 

Which quivers round that faithless brand ; 

His turban far behind him roll'd, 

^nd cleft in twain its firmest fold ; 660 

His flowing robe by falchion torn. 

And crimson as those clouds of morn 

That streak'd with dusky red, portend 

The day shall have a stormy end; 

A stain on every bush that bore 665 

A fragment of his palampore, '* 
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His breast with wounds unnuniber'd riven, 
His back to earth, his face to heaven, 
Fairn Hassan lies — his unclos*d eve 

Yet lowering on his enemy, (70 

As if the hour that seal'd his fate. 

Surviving left his quenchless hate ; 

And o'er him bends that foe with brow 

As dark as his that bled below. — 



** Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave, 675 

** But his shall be a redder grave ; 
'^ Her spirit pointed well the steel 
^ Which taught that felon heart to feeL 
^ He call'd the Prophet, but his power 
'^ Was vain against the vengeful Giaour : €80 

^ He call'd on Alia— but the word 
** Arose unheeded or unheard. 
" Thou Paynim fool ! — could Leila^s prayer 
" Be pass'd, and thine accorded there ? 
'' I watch'd my time, I leagued with these, 685 

'^ The traitor in his turn to seize ; 

D 
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" My wrath is wreak'd^ the deed is done, 
" And now I go — but go alone." 



The browzing camels' bells are tinkling — 
His Mother looked from her lattice high, 690 

She saw the dews of eve besprinkling 
The pasture green beneath her eye, 

She saw the planets faintly t^vinkling, 
*' Tib twilight — sure his train is nigh."— 
She could not rest in the garden-bower, 69S 

But gazed through the grate of his steepest tower— 

'' Why comes he not f his steeds are fleet, 

'' Nor shrink they from the summer heat ; 

'' Why sends not the Bridegroom his promised gift, 

'' Is hb heart more cold, or his barb less swift i 700 

** Oh, false reproach ! yon Tartar now 

*^ Has gained our nearest mountain's brow, 

*^ And warily the steep descends, 

^ And now within the valley bends; 
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" And he bears the gift at his saddle bow — 705 

'' How could I deem his courser slow ? 

^ Right well my largess shall repay 

" His welcome speed, and weary way.** — 

The Tartar lighted at the gate, 

But scarce upheld his fainting weight; 710 

His swarthy visage spake distress. 

But this might be from weariness ; 

His garb with sanguine spots was dyed. 

But these might be from his courser's side; — 

He drew the token from his vest — 715 

Angel of Death ! 'tb Hassan's cloven crest! 

His calpac^' rent — ^his caftan red— 

" Lady, a fearful bride thy Son hath wed^ 

" Me, not from mercy, did they spare, 

** But this empurpled pledge to bear. 7S0 

^ Peace to the brave ! whose blood is spilt— 

^ Woe to the Qiaour ! for his the guilt.'' 

« * • • » « 4( 

OS 
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A turban ^* carv'd in coarsest stone, 
A pillar with rank weeds overgrown, 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 125 

The Koran verse that mourns the dead ; 
Point out the spot where Hassan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell. 
There sleeps as true an Osmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee ; 730 

As ever scom'd forbidden wine, 
Or pray'd with face towards the shrine, 
In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of " Alia Hu ! " " 
Yet died he by a stranger's hand, 735 

And stranger in his native land — 
Yet died he as in arms he stood, 
And unaveng'd, at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradise 

Impatient to their halls invite, 710 

And the dark Heaven of Houri's eyes 

On him shall glance for ever bright ; 
They come — their kerchiefs green they wave,^ 
And welcome with a kiss the brave! 
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Who falls in battle 'gainst a Giaour, 745 

Is worthiest an immortal bower. 



But thou, false Infidel ! shalt writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir's'^ scythe; 
And from its torment 'scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis' ^ dirone ; 750 

And fire unquench'd, unqaenchable — 
Around — within — thy heart shall dwell. 

Nor ear can hear, nor tongue can tell 

The tortures of that inward hell ! — 

But first, on earth as Vampire '^ sent, 755 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent ; 

Then ghastly haunt thy native place. 

And suck the blood of all thy race. 

There from thy daughter, sister, wife, 

At midnight drain the stream of life ; 76Q 

Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 

Must feed thy livid living corse; 

Ihy victims ere they yet expire 

Shall know the dsemon for their sire. 
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As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 765 

Thy flowers are wither'd on the stem. 

But one that for thy crime must fall — 

The youngest — most belov'd of all, 

Shall bless thee with n father's name — 

That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 770 

Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 

Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark. 

And the last glassy glance must view 

Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallowed hand shalt tear 775 

The tresses of her yellow hair, 

Of which in life a lock when shorn. 

Affection's fondest pledge was worn ; 

But now is borne away by thee, 

Memorial of thine agony! 780 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip, ^' 

Thy gnashing tooth and haggard li]> ; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grave — 
(.10 — and with Gouls and Afrits rave^ 



TSBGLLOnL 



TiD dKse in borror dumk mwmj 'itS 

From spectre more a cc ar red dim Aer! 



* How name je 3100 lone Calorcr? 

** His features I have scanned before 

* In mine own land — ^'tb many a year, 

" Since, dadung bj die looelj shore, 790 

" I saw him orge as fleet a steed 
^ As erer senr*d a horseman's need. 
" Bat once I saw that face — ^yet dien 
^ It was so mark'd with inward pain 
** I cottM not pass it by ^ain ; 79S 

^ It breathes the same dark spirit now, 
** As death were stamped upon his brow. 

** Tis twice three years at simmier tide 
^ Since first among our freres he came; 

'^ And here it soothes him to abide 800 

^ For some dark deed he will not name. 

'^ But never at our vesper prayer, 

" Nor eVr before confession chair 
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*' Kneels he, nor recks lie when arise 

"' Incense or anthem to the skies, 805 

" But broods within his cell alone, 

" His faith and race alike unknown* 

" The' sea from Paynim land he crost, 

^* And here ascended from the coast, 

** Yet seems he not of Othman race, 810 

'^ But only Christian in his face : 

" I'd judge him some stray renegade, 

*' Repentant of the change he made, 

*' Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 

*' Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 815 

** Great largess to these walls he brought, 

'^ And thus our abbot's favour bought ; 

" But were I Prior, not a day 

" Should brook such stranger's further stay, 

** Or pent within our penance cell 820 

^' Should doom him tliere for ave to dwell. 

** Much in his visions mutters he 

*^ Of maiden 'whelmed beneath the sea ; 

" Of sabres clashing — foemeu flying, 

" Wrongs aveng'd — and Moslem dying. 825 
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'^ On cliff he hadi been known to stand, 

^ And rave as to some bloody hand 

" Fresh sever'd from its parent limb, 

" Invinble to all but him, 

^ Wliich beckons onward to hb grave, S30 

^ And lures to leap into the wave.^ 



Dark and unearthly is the scowl 

That glares beneath his dusky cowl — 

The flash of that dilating eye 

Reveals too much of times gone by — 835 

Though varying — indistinct its hue, 

Oft will his glance the gazer rue — 

For in it lurks that nameless spell 

Which speaks — itself unspeakable — 

A spirit yet unquelled and high 840 

That claims and keeps ascendancy, 

And like the bird whose pinions quake — 

But cannot fly the gazing snake — 

Will others quail beneath his look, 

Nor 'scape the glance they scarce can brook. 845 
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From him the half-affrighted Friar 

When met alone would fain retire — 

As if tiiat eye and bitter smile 

Transferred to others fear and guil< 

Not oft to smile descendeth he, 850 

And when he doth 'tis sad to see 

That he but mocks at Misery. 

How that pale lip will curl and quiver ! 

Then fix once more as if for ever — 

As if his sorrow t>r disdain 855 

Forbade him e'er to smile again. — 

Well were it so — such ghastly mirth 

From joyaunce ne'er deriv'd its birth. — 

But sadder still it were to trace 

What once were feelings in that face — 860 

Time hath not yet the features fixed. 

But brighter traits with evil mixed — 

And there are hues not always faded. 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 

Even by the crimes through which it waded-— ^65 

The common crowd but see the gloom 

Of wayward deeds — and fitting doom— r 
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The dose observer can eepj 

A noble soul, and lineage high. — 

Alas! though both bestowed in vain, 870 

Which Grief could change — and Guilt could stain— 

It was no vulgar tenement 

To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And still with little less than dread 

On such the sight is riveted. — 87/J 

The roofless cot decayed and rent, 
Will scarce delay the passer by— 

The tower by war or tempest bent, 

While yet may frown one battlement. 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye — 880 

Each ivied arch — and pillar lone. 

Pleads haughtily for glories gone ! 



" His floating robe around him folding, 
'* Slow sweeps he through the columned aisle — 

" With dread beheld — with gloom beholding S8 

'* The rites that sanctify the pile. 

^ But when the anthem shakes the choir, 

" And kneel the monks — his steps retire*— 



*j 
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" By yonder lone and wavering torch i 

" His aspect glares within the porch ; 890 i 

" There will he pause till all is done — 

" And hear the prayer — but utter none. 

" See — by the half-illumin'd wall 

" His hood fly back — his dark hair fall — 

" That pale brow wildly wreathing round, 895 

" As if tlie Gorgon there had bound 

" The sablest of the serpent-braid 

** That o'er her fearful forehead strayed. 

'* For he declines the convent oath, 

'' And leaves those locks unhallowed growth — 900 

'' But wears our garb in all beside ; 
" And — not from piety but pride 

" Gives wealth to waHs that never heard 

" Of his one holy vow nor word.— 

*' Lo ! — mark ye — as the harmony 905 

** Peals louder praises to the sky — 

" That livid cheek— *that stoney air 

'^ Of mixed defiance and despair! 

" Saint Francis ! keep him from the shrine ! 

" Else may we dread the wrath divine 910 
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• Made manifest by awful sign. — 

** If ever evil^ngel bore 

** The fonn of mortal, such he wore— 

^ By all my hope of sins forgiven 

" Such looks are not of earth nor heaven!" VlTt 

To love the softest hearts are prone. 

But such can ne'er be all his own ; 

Too timid in his woes to share, 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair; 

And sterner hearts alone may feel 920 

The wound that time can never heal. 

The rugged metal of the mine 

Must bum before its surface shine. 

But plung'd within the furaace-flame, 

It bends and melts — though still the same ; 925 

Then tempered to thy want, or will. 

Twill serve Aee to defend or kill ; 

A breast-plate for thine hour of need. 

Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed ; 

But if a dagger's form it bear, 930 

Let those who shape it's edge, beware ! 



46 THE GUOUR. 

Thud passioii*s fire, and woman's art, 

Can turn and tame the sterner hearf; "* 

From these its form and tone are ta'en. 

And what they make it, must remain, 9SS 

But break — before it bend again. 



If solitude succeed to grief. 

Release from pain is slight relief; 

The vacant bosom's wilderness 

Might thank the pang that made it less. 940 

We loathe what none are left to share — 

Even bliss — 'twere woe alone to bear ; 

The heart once left thus desolate, 

Must fly at last for ease — to hate. 

It is as if the dead could feel 9^ 

The icy worm around them steal, 

And shudder, as the reptiles creep 

To revel o'er their rotting sleep 

Without the power to scare away 

The cold consumers of their clay ! 9^0 
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It is as if the desart-bird,^ 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream ; 
To suU her famish'd nestlings' scream, 
Nor mourns a life to them transferr'd ; 
Should rend her rash devoted breast, 055 

And find them flown her empty nest. 
The keenest pangs the wretched find 

Are rapture to the drearj void^ 
The leafless desart of the miod— 

The waste of feelings unemployed— 960 

\¥ho would be doom'd to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun r 
Less hideous far the tempest's roar, 
Than ne'er to brave the billows more- 
Thrown, when the war of wiods is o'er, 965 
A lonely wreck on fortune*s shore, 
'Mid sullen calm, and silent bay. 
Unseen to drop by dull decay ; — 
Better to sink beneath the shock 
Tlian moulder piecemeal on the rock! 970 
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" Father ! thy days have pass'd m peace, 
'^ Mid counted beads, and countless prayer; 

** To bid the sins of others cease, 
*' Thyself without a crime or care, 

** Save transient ills that all must bear, 975 

" Has been thy lot, from youth to age, 

'' And thou wilt bless thee from the rage 

^' Of passions iierce and uncontroul'd, 

** Such as thy penitents unfold, 

'^ Whose -secret sins and sorrows rest 980 

*^ Within thy pure and pitying breast. 

" My days, though few, have pass'd below 

** In much of joy, but more of woe ; 

" Yet still in hours of love or strife, 

" Fve scap'd the weariness of life ; 3HS 

** Now leagu'd with friends, now girt by foes, 

*' I loath'd the languor of repose ; 

" Now nothuig left to love or hate, 

" No more with hope or pride elate ; 

*' Ftl rather be the thing that crawls 990 

* 

^ Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls. 






THS OUOUK. 49 

^ Tlian pass my dull, unvarying days, 

**^ Condemn^ to mediutc and gaze— 

'^ Yet, lurks a wisli within my breast 

•* For rest — ^but not to feel 'tis rest — S»95 

" Soon shall my fate that wish fulfil ; 

'* And I shall sleep without the dream 
^ Of what I was, and would be still. 

Dark as to thee my deeds may seem — 
My memory now is but the tomb 1000 

" Of joys long dead- — my hope — ^their doom — 
Though better to have died with those 
Than bear a life of lingering woes— - 
My spirit shrunk not to sustain 
The searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 1005 

" Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
'' Of ancient fool, and modem knave : 
*' Yet death I have not fear'd to meet, 
** And in the field it had been sweet 
*' Had danger wooed me on to move 1010 

" The slave of glory, not of love. 
'' I've brav'd it — not for honour's boast ; 
** I smile at laurels won or lost. — 
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" To such let others carve their way, 

•* For high renown, or hireling pay; 101 5 

'' But place again before my eyes 

" Aught that I deem a worthy prize ; — 

" The maid I love — the man I hate— 

^' And I will hunt the steps of fate, 

" (To save or slay — as these require) 1020 

'' Through rending steel, and rolling fire ; 

'' Nor need'st thou doubt thb speech from one 

'* Who. would but do — what he hath done. 

" Death is but what the haughty brave — 

" The weak must bear — the wretch must crave — 1025 

" Then let Life go to him who gave : 

'' I have not quailed to danger's brow — 

" When high and happy — need I now ? 



'* I lov'd her, friar ! nay, adored — 

'^ But these are words that all can use — 1030 

'^ I prov'd it more iu deed than word — 

** There's blood upon that dinted sword — 
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^ A stain it's steel can never lose: 
** Twas shed for her, who died for me, 

^ It wanned the heart of one abhorred: 1035 

" Nay, start not — ^no — nor bend thy knee, 

** Nor midst my sins such act record, 
^ Thou wilt absolve me from the deed, 
" For he was hostile to thy creed ! 
^ The very name of Nazarene 1040 

** Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen, 
'' Ungrateful fool! since but for brands, 
** Well wielded in some hardy hands ; 
^ And wounds by Galileans given, 
** The surest pass to Turkish heav'n ; 104S 

** For him his Houris still might wait 
** Impatient at the prophet's gate. 
" I lov'd her — ^love will find its way 
** Through paths where wolves would fear to prey, 
^ And if it dares enough, 'twere hard 1050 

** If passion met not some reward — 
^ No matter how— or where— or why, 
^ I did not vainly seek — nor sigh : 

c 2 
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'' Yet sometimes with remorse in vain 
** I wish she had not lov'd again. 1055 

^' She died— -I dare not tell thee how, 
" But look — 'tis written on my brow ! 
'' There read of Cain the curse and crime, 
'' In characters unworn by time : 
'' Stilly ere thou dost condemn me — pause — 1060 

^ Not mine the act, though I the cause ; 
'' Yet did he but what I had done 
" Had she been false to more than one ; 
" Faithless to him — he gave the blow, 
'' But true to me — I laid him low ; 1065 

*' Howe'er deserv'd her doom might be, 
" Her treachery was truth to me ; 
** To me she gave her heart, that all 
** Which tyranny can ne'er enthrall ; 
*^ And I, alas! too late to save, 1070 

" Yet all I then could give — I gave — 
" Twas some relief— our foe a grave. 
^ His death sits lightly ; but her fate 
^ Has made me — what thou well may'st hate* 
** His doom was seal'd— he knew it well, 1075 
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•* Wim*d by tbc voice of stem Taheer, 
'' Deep in whose darkly boding ear^ 
^ The deadishot peal'd of murder near — 
^ As filed the troop to where they fell ! 

'' He died too in the batde broil— 1080 

" A time that heeds nor pain nor toil— 

** One cry to Mahomet for aid, 

'' One prayer to Alia — all he made : 

'' He knew and crossed me in the fray— 

^ I gazed upon him where he lay, 1085 

" And watched his spirit ebb away ; 

" Though pierced like Pard by hunters' steel, 

^ He felt not half that now I feel. 

^* I searched, but vainly search'd to find, 

^ The workings of a wounded mind; 1090 

'' Each feature of that sullen corse 

*' Betrayed his rage, but no remorse* 

** Ohy what had Vengeance given to trace 

" Despair upon his dying face ! 

** The late repentance of that hour, 1095 

*' When Penitence hath lost her power 
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" To tear one terror from the grave— 
^ And will not soothe, and can not save! 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 



'' The cold in clime are cold in blood, 

*' Their love can scarce deserve the name ; 1 100 
'' But mine was like the lava flood 

'' That boils in Etna's breast of flame, 
'' I cannot prate in puling strain 
'' Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain ; 
** If changing cheek, and scorching vein— 1 105 

'^ Lips taught to writhe, but not complain— 
'' If bursting heart, and mad'ning brain — 
'' And daring deed, and vengeful steel — 
^' And all that I have felt — and feel— • 

** Betoken love — tliat love was mine, 1110 

'' And shewn by many a bitter sign. 

*' Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 

" I knew but to obtain or die. 

'* I die — but first I have possest, 

'' And come what may, I have been blest ; 1115 

^' Shall I the doom I sought upbraid i 

^ No— reft of all — ^yet undismayed 
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" But for the thought of Leila slain^ 

*^ Give me the pleasure with the pain, 

^ So would I live aud love again. 1 120 

*' I grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 

^ For him who dies, but her who died ; 

*' She sleeps beneath the wandering wave, 

" Ah ! had she but an earthly grave, 

'' This breakii^ heart and throbbing head 1 125 

" Should seek and share her narrow bed. 

^ She was a form of life and light — 

^' That seen — became a part of sight, 

" And rose — where'er I turned mine eye — 

'' The Morning-star of Memory ! 1 1 30 

" Yes, Love indeed is light from heaven— 

** A spark of that immortal fire 
'^ With angels sharM— by Alia given, 

" To lift from earth our low desire. 
^ Devotion wafts the mind above, 1 1S5 

" But Heaven itself descends in love — 
" A feelmg from the Godhead caught, 
" To wean from self each sordid thought — 
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'* A Ray of him who form'd the whoh 

" A Glory circling round the soul ! 1 140 

'* I grant my love imperfect — all 

^' That mortals by the name miscall — 

*' Then deem it evil — what thou wilt — 

'' But say, oh say, hers was not guilt ! 

" She was my life's unerring light — 1145 

'' That quench'd — ^what beam shall break my night i 

'* Oh ! would it shone to lead me still, 

*' Although to death or deadliest ill! — 

" Why marvel ye ? if they who lose 

* This present joy, this future hope, 1 150 

" No more with sorrow meekly cope-^ 
^* In phrenzy then their fate accuse — 
'^ In madness do those fearful deeds 

^' That seem to add but guilt to woe, 
'' Alas! the breast that inly bleeds 1 15i» 

'^ Hath nought to dread from outward blow — 
** Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 
*' Cares little into what abyss.— 
*' Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 

^* To thee, old man, my deeds appear — 1 160 
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*^ I read abhorrence on thy brow, 

** And this too vraa I bord to bear ! 
" Tb true, that, like that bird of prey, 
" With havock have I mark'd my way — 
^ But this was taught me by the dove— 1 1 65 

*^ To die — and know no second love. 
*' This lesson yet hath man to learn, 
^ Taught by the thing he dares to spurn-— 
'' The bird that sings within the brake, 
^ The swan that swims upon the lake, 1 170 

^ One mate, and one alone, will take. 

** And let the fool still prone to range, 

** And sneer on all who cannot change — 

'' Partake his jest with boasting boys, 

" I envy not his varied joys — 1 175 

** But deem such feeble, heartless man, 

'' Less than yon solitary swan — 

^* Far — far beneath the shallow maid 

'' He left believing and betray'd. 

*' Such shame at least was never mine— 1 1 80 

" Leila — each thought was only thine ! — 

'* My good, my guilt, my weal, my woe, 

*' My hope on high — my all below. 



I 
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^* Tis strange — he prophesied my doom, 
" And I have smilM--(I then could smile — ) 

** When Prudence would his voice assume, 1250 

" And warn — I reck'd not what — the while— 

'* But now remembrance whispers o'er 

'' Those accents scarcely mark'd before* 

** Say — that his bodings came to pass, 

** And he will start to hear their truth, 1235 

" And wish his words had not been sooth, 

" Tell him — unheeding as I was — 
^^ Through many a busy bitter scene 
" Of all our golden youdi had been — 

^' In pain, my faultering tongue had tried 1240 

^ To bless his memory ere I died ; 

^* But heaven in wrath would turn away, 

** If Guilt should for the guiltless pray. 

*^ I do not ask him not to blame — 

^* Too gentle he to wound my name ; 1245 

" And what have I to do with fame i 

*^ I do not ask him not to mourn, 

'^ Such cold request might sound like scorn ; 
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" And wh^t than friendship's manly tear 

*^ May better grace a brother's bier ? 1250 

" But bear this ring — his own of old — 

" And tell him — what thou dost behold ! 

" The wither'd frame, the ruined mind, 

" The wrack by passion left behind— 

''A shrivelled scroll, a scatter'd leaf, 12.?^ 

^ Sear'd by the autumn blast of grief! 



" Tell me no more of fancy's gleam, 

^ No, father, no, 'twas not a dream ; 

** Alas ! the dreamer first must sleep, 

" I only watch'd, and wish'd to weep ; 1200 

^ But could not, for my burning brow 

" llirobb'd to the very brain as now. 

** I wish'd but for a single tear, 

'* As something welcome, new, and dear ; 

"* I wish'd it then — I wish it still, i 266 

" Despair is stronger than my <will. 

'* Waste not thine orison — despair 

* Is mightier than thy pious prayer ; 
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'' I would not, if I might, be blest, 

*' I want no paradise — ^but rest. 1270 

" Twas then, I tell thee, father ! then 

*' I saw her — yes — she liv'd again ; 

'' And shining in her white symar,^ 

'* As through yon pale grey cloud — the star 

** Which now I gaze on, as on her 1275 

*' Who look'd and looks far lovelier ; 

" Dimly I view its trembling spark — 

" To-morrow's night shall be more dark — 

" And I — before its rays appear, 

** That lifeless thing the living fear. 1280 

*^ I wander, father ! for my soul 

'' Is fleeting toward9 the final goal; 

*^ I saw her, friar ! and I rose, 

" Forgetful of our former woes ; 

^ And rushing from my couch, I dart, 1285 

'' And clasp her to my desperate heart ; 

'' I clasp — what is it that I clasp ? 

*' ISo breathing form witliin my grasp, 

'' No heart that beats reply to mine, 

'' Yet, Leila! yet the form is thine ! 1290 
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** And art thou, dearest, chang'd so mudi, 
** As meet my eye, yet mock my touch ? 
** Ah ! were thy beauties e'er so cold, 

** I care not — so my arms enfold 

" The all tfiey ever wish'd to hold. 1295 

" Alas ! around a shadow prest, 

" They shrink upon my lonely breast ; 

'* Yet still — *tis there — ^in silence stands, 

** And beckons with beseeching hands ! 

" With braided hair, and bright-black eye— ISOO 

** I knew 'twas false — she could not die ! 

'' But he is dead — ^within the dell 

'' I saw him buried where he fell ; 

'' He comes not — for he cannot break 

^ From earth — why then art thou awake ? I SOS 

*' TTiey told me, wild waves roU'd above 

" The face I view, the form I love ; 

" They told me — ^'twas a hideous tale ! 

^ Fd tell it — but my tongue would fail — 

" If true — and from thine ocean-cave l.S 1 

^ Thou com'st to claim a calmer grave ; 

" Oh ! pass thy dewy fingers o'er 

'' This brow that then will burn no more ; 



64 THE GIAOUAi 

'^ Or place them on my hopeless heart — 

" But, shape or shade ! — whatever thou art, 131.^ 

" In mercy, ne'er again depart — 

*' Or farther with thee bear my soul, 

'* Than winds can waft — or waters roll ! — 

****** 



'' Such is my name, and such my tale, 

" Confessor — to thy secret ear, 132() 

*' I breathe the sorrows I bewail, 

'' And thank thee for the generous tear 
^ This glazing eye could never shed, 
^ Then lay me .with the humblest dead, 
'' And save the cross above m^ head, 1 325 

*' Be neitlier name nor emblem spread — 
** By prying stranger to be read, 
** Or stay the passmg pilgrim's tread." 
He pass'd — ^nor of his name and race 
Hath left a token or a trace, 1330 

Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived him on his dying day ; 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he lov'd, or him he slew/* 
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Note 1, page 1, line 3. 
Tliai iombf whichf gleaming o'er the cliff, 
K tomb above the rocks on the promontory^ by some supposed 
^ sepulchre of Themistocles. 

Note 2« page 2, line 7. 
Sultana qf the Nightingale, 
The attachment of the nightingale to the rose is a well-known 
Pernan fable — if I mistake not^ the " fiulhul of a thousand tales** is one 
of hb appellatjonst 

Note 2f page 3« line 3. 
Till the gay mariner*M guitar. 
The guitar is the constant amusement of the Greek sailor by night, 
whb a steady fair wind, and during a calm^ it is accompanied always 
by the Toice, and often by dancing. 
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Note 4, page 4, line 2?. 
Where cold Obsiructiori's apathy, 
*' Aye, but to die and go we know not where, 
** To lie in cold obstruction.*' 

Measure for Measure, Act III. 130. Sc. S. 

Note 5, page 5, line 8. 
The first — last look — by death reveafd* 
I trust that few of my readers have ever had an opportunity of wit- 
nessing what is here attem|)ted in description, but those who have will 
probably retain a painful remembrance of that singular beauty which 
pervades, with few exceptions, the features of the dead, a few hours, 
and but for a few hours after << the spirit is not there.** It is to be re- 
marked in cases of violent death by gun-shot wounds, the expression is 
always that of languor, whatever the natural energy of the sufierer'iB 
character; but in death from a stab the countenance preserves its traito 
of feeling or ferocity, and the mind its bias, to the last. 

Note 6, page 8, line 5. 

Slaves — nay the landsmen of a slave. 

Athens is the property of the Kislar Aga, (the slave of the seraglio 

and guardian of the women), who appoints the Waywode. — A pandar 

and eunuch — these are not polite yet true appellations— now gwenu 

the governor of Athens ! 

Note 7, page 10, line 2. 
*Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour, 
Infidel. 

Note 8, page 11, line l6. 
In echoes of the far tophaike, 
** Tophaike," musquct. — ^Thc Bairam is announced by the cannon 
at sunset ; the illumination of the Mosques, and the firing of all kinds 
of iimall arms> loaded with hall, proclaim it during the night* 
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Note 9, page 13, line SO. 
Swifi at the hurled on higkjerrted, 
Jerrecd, or Dtjerricl, a blunted Turkish javelin, which it darted from 
boneback with great force and precision. It is a favourite exercise of 
the Mussulmans ; but 1 know not if it can be called a Man/y one, since 
the most c:xpert in the art are the Bluck Eunuchs of Consuntinople. — 
1 think, next to the^e, a Mainlouk at Smyrna was the most skilful that 
caune within my own observation. 

Note 10, page 14, line 6. 
He came, he went, like the Simoom. 
Tlie blast of the dcsart, fatal to every thing living, and often aU 
Inded to in eastern poetry. 

Note 11, page17y line 4. 
To blest thetacred ** bread and tali.** 
To partake of food— to break bread and salt with your host— insuret 
the safety of the guest^ eveu though an enemy ; his person from that 
■lOiDCOt is sacred. 

Note 12, page 17, line 12. 
Since hit turban wot cleft by the infidett tabre. 
I need hardly observe, that Charity and Hospiulity are the first 
^oties enjoined by Mahomet ; and to say truth, very generally practised 
by his di^iples. The first praise that can be bestowed oo a chief, is a 
panegyric on his bounty ; the next, on his valour. 

Note 13, page 17, line l6. 
And tiloer-'theathed ataghan. 
The ataghan, a long dagger worn with pistols in the belt, in a 
netal scabbard, generally of silver ; and, among the wealthier, gilt, or 
of ^ld« 
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Note 14, page 17> line 18. 
An Emir by his garb of green. 
Green is the privileged colour of the ])rophct*8 numerous pre- 
tended descendants; with them, as here, faith (the family inheritance) 
is supposed to supersede the necessity of good works 3 they are the worst 
of a rery indifferent brood. 

Note 15, pge 17, line I9. 
Ho ! who art thou f — this low salam, 
Salam aleikoumf alelkoum salam! peace be with you; be with 
you peace — the salutation reserved for the faithful ; — to a Christian, 
" Urlarula/' a good jourhey ; or saban hiresem, sabanserula; good 
morn, good even; and sometimes, " may your end be happy;*' are the 
usual salutes. 

Note 16, page 19, line 12. 
The insect-queen oj' eastern spring. 
The blue- winged butterfly of Kashmecr, the most rare and bean* 
tiful of the species. 

Note 17, page 21, line 15. 
Or like the Scorpion girt lyjire. 
Alluding to the dubious suicide of the scorpion, so placed for ex- 
periment by gentle philosophers. Some maintain that the position of the 
sting, when turned towards the head, is merely a convulsive move- 
ment ; but others have actually brought in the verdict '* Felo de se.'* 
The scorpions are surely interested in a speedy decision of the question , 
as« if once fairly established as insect Catos, they will probably be al- 
lowed to live as long as they think proper, without being martyred for 
the sake of an hypothesis. 

Note 18, page 22, line 11. 
When Rhamazan*s last sun was set. 
The cannon at sunset close the Rhamazan ; see note 8. 
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Note 19, page ii3, line 8. 
JBy pule Pkingari*i irembling light. 
Phtngm, the moon. 

Note %0, page 23, lioe I9 
Bright at the jewel of Giamschid. 
The celebrated fabulous ruby of Sultan Giamschid, the embellisher 
i»r Istakhar ; from its splendour, named Schebgerag, " the torch of 
night;** also, the " cup of the sun,*' &c. — In the fint editions " Giams« 
chid" was written as a word of three syllables, so D*Herbelot has it ; 
bat I am told Richardson reduces it to a dis>yliable, and writes " Jam- 
shid.*^ I have left in the text the orthography of the one with the 
proDunciation of the other. 

Note 21 , page 24, line 4. 
Though on Al- Straps arch I stood, 
AWSirat, the bridge of breadth less than the thread of a famished 
spider, over which the Mussulmans must tkate into Paradise, to which 
it is the only entrance ; but this is not the worst, the ri^er beneath being 
hdl itself, into which, as may be expected, the unskilful and tender of 
foot contrive to tumble with a " facilis descensus Averni,** not very 
pleasing in prospect to the next passenger. There is a shorter cut dov/n- 
wards for the Jews and Christians. 

Note 22, page 24, line 9. 
And keep that portion of his creed. 
A vulgar error; the Koran allots at least a third of Paradise to 
well-behaved women ; but by far the greater number of Mussulmans 
interpret the text their own way, and exclude their moieties from 
heaven. Being enemies to Platonics, they cannot discern " any fit- 
ness of things'* in the souls of the other sex, conceiving them to be 
superseded by the Houris. 
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Note 23, page 24, line 15. 
The young pomegranate's hlossomt strew. 
An oriental simile, which may, perhaps, though fairly stolen^ be 
deemed ** plus Arabe qu*en Arabic." 

Note 24, page 24, line 17. 
Her hair in hyacinthine flow. 
Hyacinthine, in Arabic* *' Sunbul,*' ^s common a thought in the 
eastern poets as it was among the Greeks. 

Note 26, page 25, line 5. 
The loveliest bird of Franguestan. 
'* Franguestan/' Circassia. 

Note 26, page 28, line 6. 
Bismillah ! now the periVs past, 
Bismillah — *' In the name of God ^** the commencement of all 
the chapters of the Koran but one, and of prayer and thanksgiving. 

Note 27, paae 29, line 10. 
Then curtd his very heard with ire. 
A phenomenon not uncommon with an angry Mussulman. In 
I8O9, the Capitan Pacha*s whiskers at a diplomatic audience were no 
less lively with indignation than a tiger cat*s, to the horror of all the 
dragomans; the portentous mustachios twisted, tliey stood erect of their 
own accord, and were expected every moment to change their colour, 
but at last condescended to subside, which, probably, saved more heads 
than they contained hairs. 

Note 28, page 29, line 20. 
Nor raisjd the craven cry, jimaun ! 
** AmauD,*' quarter, pardon. 

Note 29, page 30, line 7, 
/ know him hy the evil eye. 
The *' evil eye,*' a common superstition in the Levant, and of 
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frhkh the imaginary effects are yet rcry singular on those who conceive 
themseWes affected. 

Note 30, page 32, line 20. 
A fragment of hit palampore. 
The flowered shawls generally worn by |>ersons of rank. 

Note 3t, page 36> line 13. 
Hit calpac rent-^hit caftan red. 
The ** Calpac** is the solid cap or centre part of the heid-dms; 
the shawl is wound ronnd it, and forms the turban. 

Note 32, page 36, line 1. 
A (urban carved in coanett tione. 
The torbao — pillar — and inscriptive verse, decorate the tombs of 
the Osmanlles, whether in the cemetery or the wilderness. In the 
moaniains you frequently pass similar mementos ; and on enquiry you 
are informed that they record some victim of rebellion, plunder, or 
itveoge* 

Note 33, page 36, line 12. 
At tolemn tound of " Alia Hu r 
** Alia Hu !" the concluding words of the Muezzin's call to 
payer from the highest g^ery on the exterior of the Minaret. On a 
sdll evening, when the Muezzin has a fine voice (which they fre- 
quently have) the effect is solemn and beautiful beyond all the bells in 
Christendom. 

Note 34, page 36, line 21- 
7%^ come-^heir kerchieft green they wave. 
The following is part of a battle song of the Turks : — *' I see— I 
*' see a dark-eyed girl of Paradise, and she waves a handkerchief, a 
" kerchief of green ; and cries aloud. Come, kiss me, for I love thee,** 
Ice. 
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Note 35, page 37> line 4. 
Beneath avenging Monkir*s scythe, 
Monkir and Nekir are the inquisitors of the dead, before whom 
die eorpse undergoes a slight noviciate and preparatory training for 
damnation. If the answers are none of the clearest, be is hauled up 
with a scythe and thumped down with a red hot mace till properly set* 
soned, with a variety of subsidiary probations. The office of these 
angels is no sinecure ; there are but two ; and the number of orthodox 
deceased being in a small proportion to the remainder^ their hands are 
always full. 

Note 36, page 37* line 6. 
To wander round lost Ebiis* throne, 
Eblis the Oriental Prince of Darkness. 

Note 37» page 37> line 11. 
Butjirst, on earth as Vampire sent. 
The Vampire superstition is still general in the Levant. Honest 
Toumefort tells a long story, which Mr. Southey, in the notes on 
ThalaFa, quotes about these '' Vroucolochas," as he calls them. The 
Romaic term is *' Vardoulacha.*' I recollect a whole family being 
terrified by the scream of a child, which they imagined must proceed 
from such a visiution. The Greeks never mention the word without 
horror. I find that *' Broucolokas" is an old legitimate Hellenic ap« 
pellation — at least is so applied to Arsenius, who, according to the 
Greeks, was after his death animated by the Devil.— -The moderns^ 
however^ use the word I mention. 

Note 38, page 38, line 17. 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip. 

The freshness of the face, and the wetness of the lip with bloody 

are the never-failing signs of a Vampire. The stories told in Hungary 

and Greece of these foul feeders are singular, and some of them most 

incredibly attested. 
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Note 39, page 47* line 1. 
li it as if the detari-lird. 
The pelican is» I beliere, the bird so libelled, by the imputatioa of 
feeding her chickens with her blood. 

Note 40, page 53, line 2. 
Deep in tchoie darkly boding ear, 
Tbis superstition of a second-hearing (for I never met witli down* 
i^ht second-sigfht in the East) fell once under my jown observation.-* 
On my third journey to Cape Colonna early in 1811, as we passed 
through the defile that leads from the hamlet between Keratia and 
Colonna, I observed Dervish Tahiri riding rather out of the path, and 
leaning his head upon his hand, as if in pain. — I rode up and enquired. 
" We are in peril," he answered. ** What peril ? we are not now in 
Albania, nor in the passn to Ephesus, Mcssalunghi, or Lepanto; there 
ne plenty of us, well armed, and the Choriales have not courage to be 
ihieres ?**—'' True, Affendi, but nevertheless the shot is ringing in my 
cars.** — ** The shot ! — not a tophaike has been fired this morning."^ 
" I hear it notwithstanding — Bom — Bom — as plainly as I hear your 
voice.** — ** Psha." — "As you please, Affendi; if it is written, so 
vill it be.**— I left this quickcared predestinarian, and rode up to 
Basili, his Christian compatriot ; whose ears, though not at all prophetic, 
by no means relished the intelligence. — We all arrived at Colonna, 
remained some hours, and returned leisurely, saying a variety of bril- 
liant diings, in more languages than spoiled the building of Babel, upon 
the mistaken seer. Romaic, Arnaout, Turkish, Italian, and English 
were all exercised, in various conceits, upon the unfortunate Mussulman. 
While we were contemplating the beautiful prospect. Dervish was 
occupied about the columns.— I thought he was deranged into an 
antiquarian, aud asked him if he had become a *' Palao-casiro*' man : 
" No,** said he, " but these pillars will be useful in making a stand ;*' 
and added other remarks, which at least evinced his own belief in his 

c 
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troublesome faculty o( /ore^hearing, — On our return to Athens* we 
heard from Leon^ (a prisoner set ashore some days after) of the in* 
tended attack of the Mai notes, mentioned, with the cause of ifM not 
taking place, in the notes to Childe Harolde, Canto Sd. — ^I was at 
some pains to question the man, and he described the dresses, arms, 
and marks of the horses of pur party so accurately, that with other 
circumstances, we could not doubt of his having been in " villanous 
company,** and ourselves in a bad neighbourhood.— Dervish became 
' a soothsayer for life, and I dare say is now hearing more QHfsquetry 
iban ever will be fired, to the great refreshment of the Amaouts of 
Berat, and his native mountains. — I shall mention one trait more of 
this singular race. — In March 1811, a remarkably stout and active 
Amaout came (I believe the 50th on the same errand,) to offer himself 
at an attendant, which was declined : ''Well, Affendi,*' quoth he, ''may 
you live !— you would have found me useful. I shall leave the town for 
•Jthe hills to-morrow, in the winter I return, perhaps you will then 
receive me.**— Dervish, who was present, remarked as a thing of course, 
apd of no consequence, " in the mean time he will join the Klephtes,** 
(robbers), which was true to the letter. — If not cut off, they comedown 
in the winter, and pass it unpioj.ested in some town, where they are 
#)ften as well known as their exploits. 

Note 41, page 59, line 2. 
Looks not to priesthood for relief. 
The monk's sermon is omitted. It seems to have had so little effect 
wpon the patient, that it could have no hopes from the reader. It may 
ht sufficient to say, that it was of a customary length, (as may be per« 
ceived from the interruptions and uneasiness of the penitent), and wf« 
delivered in the nasal tone of all orthodox preachers. 

Note 42, page 62, line 5. 
And shining in her white symar. 
" Symar**— Shroud. 
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Note 43, page 64, last line. 

Tbe cixcumstance to which the above story relates was not rrry iin« 
coanDon in Turkey. A few years ago the wife of Muchtar Pacha com* 
pbiDcd to his father of his son's supposed infidelity ; he asked with 
whom, and she had the barbarity to give in a list of the twelve hand- 
somest women in Yanina. They were seized, fastened up in sacks, and 
drowned in the lake the same night ! One of the guards who was 
|Nctent informed me, that not one of the victims uttered a cry, or shewed 
a sjmpl^ oi terror at so sodden a ** wrench from all we know, 
(fom ail we love.** Tbe fate of Phrosine, the fairest of this sacrifice, 
is the inbject of many a Romaic and Aroaut ditty. The story in the 
lest is one told of a young Venetian many years ago, and now nearly 
fergotten^ — I heard it by accident recited by one of the coffee-house 
f;ofy-tdlers who abound in the Levant, and sing or recite their narra- 
tives^— -Tbe additions and interpolations by the translator will be easily 
diatingoishcd from the rest by the want of £astern imagery; and I re* 
gret that my memory has retained so few fragments of the original. 

For the contents of some of the notes 1 am indebted partly to D*Her- 
bdot, and partly to that most eastern, and, as Mr. Webb justly entitles 
it, " sublime tale,** the " Caliph Vathek." I do not know from what 
source the author of that singular volume may have drawn his materials ; 
some of bis incidents are to be found in the ** Bibliotheque Orientale;" 
but for correctness of costume, beauty of description, and power of 
imagination, it far surpasses all European imitations ; and bears such 
marks of originality, that those who have visited the East will find some 
diflicolty in believing it to be more than a translation. As an Eastern 
tale, even Rasselas must bow before it ; his '' Happy Valley" will not 
bear a comparison with the " Hall of Eblis.*' 
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BRIDE OF ABYDOS 



CANTO I. 



I. 

Know ye the land where the cypress and myrtle 

Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime, 
Where the rage of the vulture — the love of the turtle— 

Now melt into sorrow — now madden to crime?—- 
Know ye the land of the cedar and vine ? 
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine. 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with perfume. 
Wax faint o'er the gardens of G&l ' in her bloom; 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit. 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mute ; 10 

Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky. 
In colour though varied, in beauty may vie. 
And the purple of Ocean is deepest in die ; 
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they t^'ine. 
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine— 

D 
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Tb the clime of the east — 'tis the land of the Sun- 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done ? * 
Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell 
Are the hearts which they bear, and the tales which they tell. 

II. 
Begirt with many a gallant slave, 20 

Apparelled as becomes the brave, 
Awaiting each his Lord's behest 
To guide his steps, or guard his rest, 
Old Giaffir sate in his Divan, 

Deep thought was in his aged eye ; 
And though the face of Mussulman 

Not oft betrays to standers by 
The mind within, well skilFd to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 

Hb pensive cheek and pondering brow 30 

Did more than he was wont avow. 

III. 
'' Let the chamber be cleared" — the train disappeared** 

'' Now call me die chief of the Haram guard— ** 
With Giaffir is none but his only son. 

And the Nubian awaiting the. sire's award. 
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^ Haroun — when all the crowd that wait 
" Are passed beyond the outer gate, 
'' (Woe to the head whose eye beheld 
" My child Zuleika's face unveiled !) • 

'' Hence, lead my daughter from her tower-— 40 

'' Her fate is fixed this very hour ; 
** Yet not to her repeat my thought— 
By me alone be duty taught !'' 



a 



*' Pacha ! to hear is to obey.—" 
No more must slave to despot say — 
Then to the tower had ta'en his way. 
But here young Selhn vilence brake. 

First lowly rendering reverence m^t; 
And downcast looked, and gently spake, 

Still standing at the Pacha's feet — BO 

For son of Moslem must expire. 
Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 

^ Father! — for fear that thou should'st chide 
'' My sister, or her sable guide-— 
'' Know — for the &ult, if fault there be, 
'' Was mme — ^then Ml thy frowns on me ! 

n 3 



THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 

'' So lovelily the morning shone, 

** That — ^let the old and weary sleep— 
'' I could not; and to view alone 

'' The fairest scenes of land and deep, 60 

** With none to listen and reply 
'^ To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
** Were irksome — for whatever my mood, 
*^ In sooth I love not solitude : 
'' I on Zuleika's slumber broke, 

^ And, as thou knowest that for me 

*' Soon turns the Haram's grating key, 
*^ Before the guardian slaves awoke 
^ We to the cypress groves had flown^ 
** And made eardi, main, and heaven our own! 70 

** There lingered we, beguiled too long 
** With Mejnoun's tale, or Sadi's song; * 
^' Till I, who heard die deep tambour* 
*' Beat thy Divan's approaching hour — 
^* To thee and to my duty true, 
'* Wam'd by the sound, to greet thee flew : 
'' But diere Zuleika wanders yet — 
** Nay, father, frown not — nor forget 
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^ That none can pierce that secret bower 

^ But those who watch the women's tower." 80 

IV. . 

" Son of a slave !" — ^the Pacha said— 

'' From unbelieving mother bred, 

^ Vain were a father's hope to see 

" Aught that beseems a man in thee. 

^ ThoUy when thine arm should bend the bow, 

'' And hurl the dart, and curb the steed, 

** Thou Greek in soul, if not in creed, 
'' Must pore where babbling waters flow, 
'' And vratch unfolding roses blow. 
'' Would that yon orb, whose matin glow 90 

^ Thy listless eyes so much admire, 
" Would lend thee something of his fire ! 
** Thou, who would'st see this battlement 
** By Christian cannon piecemeal rent— 
^* Nay, tamely view old Stambol's wall 
" Before the dogs of Moscow fall— 
*^ Nor strike one stroke for life and death 
^ Agamst the curs of Nazareth ! 
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*< Go— let thy less than woman's hand 

*^ Assume the distaff — ^not the brand. 100 

" But, Haroun I — to my daughter speed — 

** And hark— of thine own head take heed— 

^* If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 

'' Thou see'st yon bow — ^it hath a strbg T' 

V. 

No sound from Selim's lip was heard. 

At least that met old Giaffir's ear, 
But every frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword— 

" Son of a slave ! — reproached with fear — 

'' Those gibes had cost another dear. 110 

" Son of a slave ! — and who my sire ?" 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career, 
And glances even of more than ire 

Flash forth— then fointly disappear. 
Old Giaffir gazed upon his son 

And started — for within bis eye 
He read how much his wrath had done. 
He saw rebellion there b^un — 

" Come hither, boy — what, no reply ? 
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^ I mark thee — and I know thee too ; 120 

'' But there be deeds thou dar'st not do : 

*^ But if thy beard had manlier length, 

'^ And if thy hand had skill and strength, 

" Fd joy to see thee break a lance, 

** Albeit against my own perchance." 

As sneeringly these accents fell, 
On Selim's eye he fiercely gazed — 

Tliat eye returned him glance for glance. 
And proudly to his sire's was raised, 

Till Giaffir's quailed and shrunk askance— 150 

And why— -he felt, but durst not tell.— - 
** Much I misdoubt this wayward boy 
^ Will one day work me more annoy — 
** I never loved him from his birth, 
** And — but hb arm is little worth, 
^ And scarcely in the chace could cope 
'^ With timid fawn or antelope, 
" Far less would venture into strife 
'' Where man contends for fame and life — 
** I would not trust that look or tone — 1 40 

^ No— nor the blood so near my own— 
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" That blood — he hath not heard — no more— 

" FU watch him closer than before — 

'' He is an Arab ^ to my sight, 

'^ Or Christian crouching in the fight. — 

" But hark ! — I hear Zuleika's voice, 

'' Like Houris'hymn it meets mine ear; 
" She is the offspring of my choice — 

'' Oh ! more than even her mother dear, 
*' With all to hope, and nought to fear, 150 

" My Peri ! ever welcome here ! 
'' Sweet, as the desart-foun tain's wave 
*^ To lips just cooled in time to save— 

*^ Such to my longing sight art thou ; 
'' Nor can they waft to Mecca's shrine 
" More thanks for life, than I for thine 

'' Who blest thy birth, and bless thee now.** 

VI. 
Fair — as the first that fell of womankind — 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling. 
Whose image then was stamped upon her mind*— 160 

But once beguiled — and ever more beguiling ; 
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Dazzling — as that, oh! too transcendant viaion 

To Sorrow's phantom-peopled slumber given, 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 

And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven- 
Soft — as the memory of buried love — 
Pure — as the prayer which Childhood wafts above — 
Was she — ^the daughter of that rude old Chief, 
Who met the maid with tears— but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved — how feebly words essay 170 

To fix one spark of Beauty's heavenly ray? 

Who doth not feel — until his failing sight 

Faints into dimness with its own delight— 

Hb changing cheek — ^his sinking heart confess 

The might — the majesty of Loveliness ? 

Such was Zuleika — such around her shone 

The nameless charms unmarked by her alone — 

The light of love — ^the purity of grace — 

The mind— the Music breathing from her face!* 

The heart whose softness harmonized the whole — 180 

And, oh ! diat eye was in itself a Soul ! 
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Her graceful arms in meekness bending 

Across her gently-budding breast— 
At one kind word those arms extending 

To clasp the neck of him who blest 

His child caressing and carest, 

Zuleika came — and GiafBr felt 

His purpose half within him melt; 

Not that against her fancied weal 

His heart though stem could ever feel — 190 

Affection chained her to that heart — 
Ambition tore the links apart. 

vn. 

*^ Zuleika — child of gentleness! 

*' How dear — this very day must tell, 
'^ When I forget my own distress 

" In losing what I love so well 

'' To bid thee with another dwell, 
'^ Another — and a braver man 

^ Was never seen in battle's van. 
^ We Moslem reck not much of blood — 200 

'' But yet the line of Carasman^ 
<< Unchanged-^unchangeable hath stood, 
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^ First of the bold Timariot bands 

" That won and well can keep their lands. 

^ Enough — ^that he who comes to woo 

" Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou — 

** His years need scarce a thought employ— 

" I would not have thee wed a boy— 

^ And thou shalt have a noble dower: 

^ And his and my united power tlO 

^ Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 

" Which others tremble but to scan— 

^ And teach die messenger* what fete 

^ The bearer of such boon may wait. 

^ And now thou know'st thy father's will—* 

'^ All that thy sex hath need to know— 
** Twas mine to teach obedience still, 

" The way to love, thy lord may shew.** 

VIII. 
In silence bowed the virgin's head— 

And if her eye was filled with tears 22(> 

That stifled feelii^ dare not shed, 

And changed her cheek from pale to red, 
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And red to pale, as through heur ears 

Those winged words like arrows sped— - 
What could such be but maiden fears? 
So bright the tear in Beauty's eye 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry — 
So sweet the blush of Bashfulness, 
Even Pity scarce can wish it less ! 

Whate'er it was the sire forgot — 230 

Or if remembered, marked it not — 

Thrice clapped his hands, and called his steed, 

Resign'd his gem-adom'd Chibouque, '^ 

And mounting featly for the mead. 

With Maugrabee " — and Mamaluke — 

Hb way amid his Delis took, ^ 

To witness many an active deed 

With sabre keen— or blunt jereed* 

The Kislar only and his Moors 

Watch well the Haram's massy doors* 240 

IX. 
His head was leant upon his hand. 

His eye looked o'er the dark blue water, 
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That swiftly glides and gently sweUs 
BetweeD the winding Dardanelles; 
But yet he saw nor sea nor strand. 
Nor even his Pacha's turbaned band 

Mix in the game of mimic slaughter; 
Careering cleave the folded felt'' 
With sabre stroke right sharply dealt— 
Nor marked the javelin-darting crowd, 250 

Nor heard their OUahs*^ wild and loud-^* 

He thought but of old Giaffir's daughter. 



No word from Selim's bosom broke — 
One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke- 
Still gazed he through the lattice grate. 
Pale — mute — and mournfully sedate. — 
To him Zuleika's eye was turned, 
But little from his aspect learned ; 
Equal her grief — yet not die same. 
Her heart confessed a gentler flame— itGO 

But yet that heart alarmed or weak, 
She knew not why, forbade to speak— 
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Yet speak she must — but when essay — 

^ How strange he thus should turn away! 

'' Not thus we e'er before have met, 

*' Not thus shall be our parting yet." — 

Thrice paced she slowly through the room^ 

And watched his eye — ^it still was fixed — 

She snatched the urn wherein was mixed 

The Persian Atar-gul's'* perfume, 270 

And sprinkled all it's odours o'er 

The pictured roof '^ and marble floor — 

The drops, that through his glittering vest 

The playful girl's appeal addrest, 

Unheeded o'er his bosom flew. 

As if that breast were marble too — 

" What sullen yet ? it must not be — 

^ Oh ! gentle Selim, this from thee !'* 

She saw in curious order set 

The fairest flowers of Eastern land — 280 

*' He loved them once — may touch them yet, 

'' If offered by Zuleika's hand." 

The childish diought was hardly breathed 

Before the Rose was pluck'd and wrtothed — 
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The next fond moment saw her seat 

Her fiiry form at Sdim's feet — 

*' Tills rose to calm my brother's cares 

** A message from the Bulbul'' bears; 

*^ It says to-night he will prolong, 

'' For Selim's ear his sweetest song — 99(1 

** And thoagh his note is somewhat sad, 

" Hell try for once a strain more glad, 

^ With some faint hope his altered lay 

^ May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XL 
'* What — not rccrive my foolish flower J— 
** Nay then I am indeed unblest : 
*^ On me can thus diy forehead lower f 
^ And know'st thou not who loves thee best i 
" Oh, Selim dear! — Oh, more than dearest! 
** Say, is it I thou hat'st or fearest i :kX> 

^ Come, lay diy head upon my breast, 
" And I will kiss thee into rest, 
" Since words of mine — and songs must fail, 
^ Even from my fabled nightingale. 
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^ I knew our sire at times was stcrn^ 

" But this from thee had yet to learn — 

" Too well I know he loves thee not, 

" But is Zuleika's love forgot ? 

** Ah ! deem I right ? the Pacha's plan — 

'* This kinsman Bey of Carasman 310 

" Perhaps may prove some foe of thine — 

"If so — I swear by Mecca's shrine, 

''If shrines, that ne'er approach allow 

" To woman's step, admit her vow — 

" Without thy free consent, conunand — 

'' The Sultan should not have my hand ! 

'' Think'st thou that I could bear to part 

" With thee — and learn to halve my heart ? 

" Ah ! were I severed from thy side, 

" Where were thy friend — and who my guide i 320 

*' Years have not seen — ^l^ime shall not see 

" The hour that tears my soul from thee — 

" Even Azrael '^ from his deadly quiver 

" When flies that shaft — and fly it must — 
** That parts all else — shall doom for ever 

'' Our hearts to undivided dust!" 
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XII- 
He lived — he breathed — he moved — he felt*> 
He raised the maid from where she knelt-^ 
His trance was gone — his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt^- 3S() 

With dunights diat bun»— in rays that melt—** 
As the stream late concealed 

By the friiq^ of its willows — 
Whoi it rushes revealed 

In the light of its billows, — 
As the bolt bursts on high 

From the black cloud that bound it — 
Fhsh'd die soul of that eye 

Through die long lashes round it 
A warhorse at the trumpet's sound, SiO 

A lion roused by heedless hound ; 
A tyrant waked to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife, 
Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he, who heard that vow, displayed, 
And aD, before repressed, betrayed. 

c 
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'^ Now thou art mioe, for ever mine, 

** With life to keep^ and scarce witli life resign i-^ 

*' Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 

'' Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. tioO 

" YeSy fondly, wisely hast thou done, 

*' That vow hath saved more heads than one :— - 

'' But blench not thou — thy simplest tress 

" Claims more from me than tenderness ; 

" I would not wrong the slenderest hair 

'^ That clusters round thy forehead fair, 

" For all the treasures buried far 

*' Within the caves of Istakar. '^ 

'' This morning clouds upon me lowered, 

** Reproaches on my head were showered, S60 

^' And Giaffir almost called me coward! 

** Now I have motive to be brave, 
'' The son of his neglected slave : 

" Nay, start not — ^'twas the term he gave— 

'^ May shew, though little apt to vaunt, 

. " A heart his words nor deeds can daunt. 

** His son, indeed! — yet, thanks to thee, 

*^ Perchance I am, at least shall be; 
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** But let our plighted secret vow 

** Be only kaown to us as now. 370 

^ I know the wretch who dares demand 

^ From Giaffir thy iductant hand ; 

** More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul 

^ Holds not a Musselim's* control ; 

'' Was he not bred in Egripof " 

** A viler race let Israel show ! 

** But let diat pass — to none be told 

** Our oath — the rest shall time unfold ; 

** To me and mine leave Osman Bey, 

** IVe partizans for peril's day ; 380 

" Think not I am what I appear, 

'' I've arms, and friaids, and vengeance near.** 

..XIIL 
^ Think not thou art what diou appearest ! 

" My Selim, thou art sadly changed ; 
^ This mom I saw thee gentlest, dearest, 

'* But now thou*rt from diyself estranged. 
^ My love thou surely knew'st before, 
^ It ne'er was less, nor can be more» 

c2 
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*^ To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

** And hate the night I know not why, 390 

^' Save that we meet not but by day — 

' With thee to live, with thee to die, 

** I dare not to my hope deny : 
'' Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to kits, 
** Like this — and this — ^no more than this, 
" For, Alia ! sure thy lips are flame, 

" What fever in thy veins is flushing ? 
'' My own have nearly caught the same, 

''At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 
'' To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health, 400 

'' Partake, but never waste thy wealth, 
'' Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by, 
'' And lighten half thy poverty ; 
'' Do all but close thy dying, eye, 
'' For that I could not live to try ; 
'' To these alone my thoughts aspire — 
'' More can I do f or thou require ? 
** But, Selim, thou must answer why 
*' We need so much of mystery ? 
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^ The cause I cannot dream nor tell, 410 

** But be it, since thou say^st 'tis well ; 

^ Yet what thou mean'st by ' arms' and * friends', 

" Beyond my weaker sense extends — 

" I meant ^t Giaffir should have heard 

** The very vow I plated thee ; 
** His wrath would not revoke my word— - 

^* But surely he would leave me free ; 

^ Can this fond wish seem strange m nie 
^ To be what I have ever been ? 
** What other hath Zuleika seen 420 

^ From simple childhood's earliest hour f 

'' What other can she seek to see 
^ Than thee, companion of her bower, 

^ The partner of her infancy ? 
^ Hiese cherished thoughts with life begun, 

'' Say, why must I no more avow ? 
^ What change is wrought to make me shun 

" The truth — my pride — and thine till now ? 
^ To meet the gaze of strangers eyes 
" Our law, our creed, our God denies ; 430 

** Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
'^ At such, our Prophet's will, repine c 



I 
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*' No — ^happier made by that decree, 

'^ He left me all in leaving thee. 

" Deep were my anguish, thus compelled 

" To wed with one I ne'er beheld — 

'' This — wherefore should I not reveal i 

'^ Why wilt thou urge me to conceal i 

'^ I know the Pacha's haughty mood 

'' To thee hath never boded good ; 440 

'^ And he so often storms at nought, 

" Allah ! forbid that e'er he ought ! 

^' And why I know not, but within 

** My heart concealment weighs like sin. 

'' If then such secrecy be crime, 

** And such it feels while lurking here ; 
** Oh, Selim ! tell me yet in time, 

'' Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 

" Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar,** 

^ My father leaves the mimic war ; 450 

'' I tremble now to niieet his eye — 

'' Say, Selim, can'st'thou tell me why?** 
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XIV. 
'* Zuleika — to thy tower's retreat 
** Betake thee — Giaffir I can greet ; 
^ And now with him I fain must prata 
** Of firmanfly imposts, levies, state : 
^ There's fearful news from Danube's banks, 
^ Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, 
*' For which the G^iour may give him thanks ! 
^ Our Sultan hath a shorter way 460 

" Such costly triumph to repay. 
'^ But, mark me, when the twilight drum 

^ Hath warned the troops to food and sleep, 
^ Unto thy cell will Selim come: 

^ Then softly from the Haram creep 

'' Where we may wander by the deep, 

" Our garden-battlements are steep : 
'^ Nor these will rash intruder climb 
** To list our words, or stint our time ; 
** And if he dodi — I want not sted 470 

^ Which some have felt, and more may feel. 
^' Tlien shalt thou learn of Selim more 
^ Than thou hast heard or thought before ; 
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" Trust me^ Zuleika — fear not me ! 
** Thou know'st I hold a Haram key." 

** Fear thee, my Selim ! ne'er till uow 
« Did word like this—" 

'^ Delay not thou; 
<< I keep the key — and Haroun's guard 
'' Have same, and hope^ of mare reward. 480 

** To nighty Zuleika, thou shalt hear 
*' My tale, my purpose, and my fear — 
'' I am notj love! what I appear.'' 



END OF CANTO I 
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CANTO 11. 



Thb winds are high on Helle's wave, 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love — who sent — forgot to save 
The youngy the beautiful, the brave, 

Tbe lonely hope of Sestos' daughter. 
Oh ! when alone along the sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high, 
Hough rising gale, and breaking foam. 
And shrieking sea-birds wam'd him home ; 
And clouds aloft, and tides below, 10 

With signs and sounds forbade to go, 
He could not see, he would not hear. 
Or sound or ugn foreboding fear ; 
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Hitf eye but saw that light of love. 

The only star it hail'd above ; 

His ear but rang with Hero's song, 

*^ Ye waves divide not lovers long !" 

That tale is old, but love anew 

May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 

II. 

The winds are higb— «ttd Hellers tide 20 

Rolls darkly heaving to the main; 
And Night's descending shadows hide 

That field with blood bedew'd in vain; 
The desart of old Priam's pride — 

The tombs — sole relics of his reign- 
All, save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio's rocky isle! 

HI. 
Oh! yet^-for there my steps have been, 

These feet have press'd tibe sacred shore, 
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne — 50 

Minstrel! with thee to muse, to mourn — 

To trace agam those fiields of yora— 
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BeUeving every hillock green 

Contains no fabled hero's ashes — 
And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own ** broad Hellespont'' '' still dashes- 
Be long my lot — and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee! 

IV. 
The night hath closed on Helle's stream. 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 40 

That moon, which shone on his high theme- 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam. 

But conscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their flocks are grazing on the mound 

Of him who felt the Dardan's arrow; — 
That mighty heap of gather'd ground 
Which Ammon's^ son ran proudly round. 
By nations rais'd, by monarchs crown'd. 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow 

Within — thy dwelling-place how narrow I 50 

Without-— can only straiq^rs breathe 
The name of him that was beneatii. 
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Dust long outlasts die storied stone-* 
But Thou— thy very dust is gone ! 

V. 
Late, late to night will Dian cheer 
The swain, and chase the boatman's fear ; 
Till then — no beacon on the cliff 
May shape the course of struggling skiff; 
The scatter'd lights that skirt the bay, 
AH, one by one, have died away; GO 

The only lamp of this lone hour 
Is glimmering in Zuleika's tower. 

Yes, there is light in that lone chamber. 

And o'er her silken Ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber, 

0*er which her fairy fingers ran ;*' 
Near these, with emerald rays beset. 
How could she thus that gem forget? 
Her mother's sainted amulet,*^ 

Whereon engraved the Koorsee text, 70 

Could smooth this life, and win the next; 
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And by ber Comboloio*' licf 

A Konm of Ulumin'd djes ; 

And many a bright emblazon'd rhyme 

By Persian scribes redeemed from time; 

And o'er those scrolls, not oft so mute. 

Reclines her now neglected lute; . 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 

Bloom flowers in urns of China's mould; 

The richest work of Iran's loom, 8(1 

And Sheeraz' tribute of perfume; 

All that can eye or sense delight 
Are gather'd in that gorgeous room*-^ 
But yet it hath an air of gloom. — 

She^ of this Peri cell the sprite, 

What doth she hence, and on so rude a night i 

VI. 
Wrapt in the darkest sable vei>t. 

Which none sare noblest Moslem wear, 
To guard from winds of heaven the breaal 

As heaven itself to Selim dear ; VO 
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With cautious steps the thicket threading. 

And starting oft, as through the glade 

The gust its hollow moanii^s made. 
Till on the smoother padiway treading, 
More free her timid bosom beat. 

The maid pursued her silent guide ; 
And though her terror urged retreat. 

How could she quit her Selim's side? 

How teach her tender lips to chide f 

VII. 
They reach'd at length a grotto, hewn 100 

By nature, but enlarged by art. 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune, 

And oft her Koran conned apart; 
And oft in youthful reverie 
She dreamM what Paradise might be-— 
Where woman's parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdain'd to show; 
But Selim's mansion was secure, 
Nor deem'd she, could he long endure 
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bower in other worlds of bliss, 110 

WidKNit her most beloved in this! 
Oh! who so deer widi him could dwell.^ 
What Houri soothe him half so well i 

VIIL 
Since last she visited the spot 
Some change seemM wrought within the grot: 
It might be only that the night 
Di^rius'd things seen by better light — 
That brazen lamp but dimly threw 
A ray of no celestial hue; 

But in a nook within die cell 120 

Her eye on stranger objects fell. 
There arms were piled, not such as wield 
The turban'd Delis in the field ; 
But brands of fore^ blade and hilt, 
And one was red — perchance with guilt — 
Ah! how without can blood be spilt? 
A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to hold sherbet. 
What may this mean — she tiim'd to see 
Her Selim— *' Oh ! can this be he ?" 1 ?,0 
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IX. 

His robe of pride was dirown ssida^ 
His brow no higb-crown'd turban bore. 

But in its stead a shawl of red, 

Wreath'd l^tly round, his temples woi e : — 

That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 

Were worthy of a diadem. 

No loiter glitter'd at his waist, 

Where pistols unadomM were braced. 

And from his belt a sabre swung. 

And from his shoulder loosely hung iM) 

The cloak of white — the thin capote 

That decks the wandering Candiote : 

Beneath — his golden pUted vest 

Clung like a cuirass to his breast — 

Tie greaves below his knee that wound 

With silvery scales were sheathed and bound. 

But were it not that high command 

Spake in his eye— and tone and hand*— 

All that a careless eye could see 

In him was some young Galiong^.*^ 15(X 
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X. 

^ I said I was not what I leemed— ^ 

'^ And DOW thoq aeest my words were true; 

'^ I have a tale thou hast not dreamed^ 
** If sooth — its truth must others me. 

** My story now 'twere vain to hide, 

'' I most not see thee Osman*8 bride: 

^' But had not thine own lips declaf^ 

^* How much of that young heart I shared, 

'^ I could not, must not, yet have shown 

" The darker secret of my own.— 160 

** In this I speak not now of love-^ 

** That«^-4et time, truth, and peril prove; 

^ But first— ^h ! never wed another— > 

^ Zuleika ! I am not thy brother !** 

XL 

** Oh ! not my brother ! — ^yet unsay — 

'' God ! am I left alone on earth f— 
^ To mourn — ^I dare not curse^-tfae day 

'' That saw my solitary birth ! 
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^* Oh ! thou wilt love me now no more ! 

'^ My sinking heart foreboded ill ; Ho 

** JSut know metHl was before^ 

•* Thy sister — friend-^Zuleika stilL 
** Thou led'st me here perchance to kill ; 

'' If thou hast cause for vengeance — See ! 
^ My breast is o£fered— >take thy fill ! 
** Far better with the dead to be 
** Than live thus nothing now to thee— 
** Perhaps far worse — for now I know 
^ Why Giaffir always seemed thy foe ; 
'' And I, alas ! am Giaffir's child, 180 

** For whom diou wert contemned — reviled^-* 
^' If not thy sbter — wouldst thou save 
"^ My life— Oh ! bid me be thy slave !'' 

XII. 

*' My slave, Zuleika !— nay, I'm thine : 
'' But, gentle love, this transport calm, 

^ Thy lot shaU y^ be linked with mine ; 

** I swear it by our ProphetV shrine, 
^' And be that thought thy sorrow's balnu 
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^ So may the Koran^ verse displayed 

^ Upon its steel direct my blade, 190 

'' In danger's hour to guard us both, 

'' As I preserve that awful oath ! 

** The name in which thy heart hadi prided 

*' Must change — but, my Zuieika, know, 
** That tie is widened — not divided — 

'^ Although thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 
^ My father was to GiaflSr all 

** That Selim kite was deemed to thee ; 
• That brother wrought a brother's fall, 

" But spared — at least, my infancy— 200 

** And lulled me witli a vain deceit 
*^ That yet a like return may meet. 
" He reared me — not with tender help — 

'' But like the nephew of a Cain, '* 
'* He watched me like a lion's whelp, 

'' That gnaws and yet may break hb chain. 

" My fadier's blood in every vein 
^ Is boiling — but for thy dear sake 
^ No present vengeance will I take— « 

Though here I must no more remain. tlO 

1)2 
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'< But first— beloved Zuleika!- 

*^ How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear. 

XIII. 
" How first their strife to rancour grew — 

** If love or envy made them foe»— 
^ It matters little if I knew ; 
<' In fiery q>irit8y slights thou^ few 

** And thoughtless will disturb repose i 
'^ In war Abdallah's arm was strong, 
'^ Remembeied yet in Bosniac song^ 
*' And Paswan's^' rebel hordes attest 22t> 

" How little love they bore such guest. 
^' His death is all I need relate, 
** The stem effect of GiaflSr's hate ; 
'' And how my birth disclosed to me, 
^' Whatever beside it makes — ^hath made me — free. 

XIV. 
*^ When Paswan, after years of strife, 
'' At last for powei^-*but first for lifi 
^* In Widin's walk too proudly sate — 
^ Our Pachas rallied round the state; 
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'' Nor last nor least in high command 230 

'' Each brother led a separate band; 

'' Thej gave their horsetails'* to the wind» 

*^ And mustering in Sophia's plain 
^' Their tents were pitched — their post assigned^- 

'^ To one, alas ! assigned in vain !— 
** What need of words ? — the deadly bowl, 

^ By Giaffir's order drugged and given, 
^* With venom subtle as his soul, 

*^ Dismissed Abdallah's hence to heaven. 
^ Reclined and feverish in the bath, 240 

** He, when the hunter's sport was up, 
^ But little deemed a brother's wrath 

'' To quench his tliirst bad such a cup. 
^ The bowl a bribed attendant bore, 
^* He drank one draught" — nor needed more! 
*' If thou my tale, Zuleika, doubt-— 
^ Call Haroun — he can tell it out. 

XV. 

^ The deed once done — and Paswan's feud 
'' In part suppressed — though ne*er subdued— 
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'' Abdallah's Pachalick was gained-^ 25Q 

'' (Thou kiiow'st not what in our Divan 
*^ Can wealth procure for worse than man) : 

** Abdallah's honours were obtained 

** By him a brother's murder stained ; 

" Tis true — the purchase nearly drained 

" His ill got treasure — soon replaced — 

*' Would'st question whence ? — Survey the waste— 

** And ask the squalid peasant how 

'^ His gains repay his broiling brow ! 

** Why me the stern usurper spared, ^60 

'* Why thus with me his palace shared, 

'* I know not. — Shame — regret — remorse— » 

'' And little fear from infant's force — 

'' Besides — adoption as a son 

^ By him whom Heaven accorded none: 

'' Or some unknown cabal— caprice— - 

^ Preserved me thus, but not in peace ; 

'' He cannot curb his haughty mood^ 

^ Nor I forgive a father's blood. 
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XVI. 
^ Widiin thy father's house are foes — 270 

'^ Not all who break his bread are true; 
" To these should I my birth disclose, 

** His days — ^his very hours were few : 
*' They only want a heart to lead, 
'' A hand to point them to the deed. 
^ But Haroun only knows— ^r knew 

'' This tale — whose close is almost nigb-^* 
'* He m Abdallah's palace grew, 

** And held tljat post in his Serai 

** Which holds he here— he saw him die : 28(1 

** But what could single slavery do ? 
^ Avenge his lord— alas ! too late— ^ 
'' Or save his son from such a fate I 
^ He chose the last— and when elale ' 

*' With foes subdued— H>r friends betrayed— 
'^ Proud Giaffir in high triumph sate, 
^' He led me belplm to his gate, 

^ And not in vain it seems essayed 

" To save the life for which he prayed 



it 
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'' The knowledge of my birth secared 2yO 

^* From all and each— but most from me ; 

'' Thus Giaffir's safety was ensured^ 
'' Removed he too from Roumelie 

** To this our Asiatic side, 

** Far from our seats by Danube's tide-— 
** With none but Haroun, who retains 
Such knowledge— and that Nubian feels 
A tyrant's secrets are but chains, 

*^ From which the captive gladly steals^ 

** And this and more to me reveals. 300 

^ Such still to guilt just Alia sends 

** Slaves — tools — accomplices— no friends! 

XVII. 

^ All this, Zuleika, harshly sounds 

^ But harsher still my tale must be, 
'' Howe'er my tongue Ay softness woundj^ 

'^ Yet I must prove all truth to thee; 

'' I saw thee start this garb to see, 
*^ Yet is it one I oft have worn, 

'' And long must wear — this Galiongee 
^' To whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 910 
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^ Is leader of dioae pinte hordes, 

'' Whose kws and lives are on tiieir swords; 
** To bear whose desolating tale 
*' Would make diy waning cheek more pale ; 
^ Tliose arms thon see'st my band have brought^ 
" The hands that wield are not remote ; 
" This cup too for the rugged knaTes 

^ Is filled— once quafFed, they ne'er repine, 
'^ Our Prophet might forgive the slaves, 

'* They're only infidels in wine. 320 

XVIII. 
** What could I be ? — Proscribed at home, 
" And taunted to a wish to roam ; 
'* And listless left — for Giaffir's fear 
** Denied the courser and die spear; 
^ Though oft— Oh, Mahomet ! how oft 
'' In full Divan the despot scoffed, 
^ As if my weak unwilling hand 
** Refused the bridle or the brand : 
'' He ever went to war alone, 
^ And pent me bere-untried«-unknowii— > 830 
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^' To Harouu's care Avith women left, 

" By hope unblest— of fame bereft. 

'' While thou— whose softness long endeared, 

*^ Though it unmanned me, still had cheered-^ 

** To Brusa's walls for safety sent, 

*' Awaitcd'st there the field's event ; — 

^* Haroun, who saw my spirit pining 

^' Beneath inaction's sluggish yoke, 
'' His captive, though with dread resignifig, 

^' My thraldom for a season broke ; 3 Kl 

" On promise to return before 
** The day when Giaffir's charge was o'er. 
*' Tib vain — my toi^ue can not impart 
^^ My almost drunkenness of heart, 
'' When first this liberated eye 
** Surveyed Earth — Ocean— Sun and Sky 1 
*' As if my spirit pierced them through, 
^^ And all their inmost wonders knew** 
*' One word alone can paint to thee 
** That more than feeling — I was Free ! 350 

'^ E'en for thy presence ceased to pine— 
** The World — nay — Heaven itself was mine ! 
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XIX. 

" The shallop of a trusty Moor 

^' Conveyed me from this idle shore ; 

'^ I longed to see the isles that gem 

'^ Old Ocean's purple diadem : 

^ I sought by turns, and saw them all,^ 

** But when and where I joined the crew, 
** With whom I'm pledged to rise or fall, 

** When all that we design to do 360 

" Is done — ^'t\ -ill then be time more meet 
** To tell thee, when the tale*s complete. 

XX. 

** Tis true — they are a lawless brood, 
** But rough in form, nor mild in mood ; 
*' And eveiy creed, and every race, 
^* With them hath found— may find a place ; 
^ But open speech, and ready hand, 
^ Obedience to their chief's conmiand ; 
" A soul for every enterprize, 

'' That never sees with terror's eyes; 370 

** Friendship for each, and faith to all, 
** And vei^eance vow'd for those who fall ; 
"^ Have made them fitting instruments 
^ For more than even my own intents. 
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" And some — and I have studied all 

^' Distinguish'd from the vulgar rank, 
'^ But chiefly to my council call 

'' The wisdom of the cautious Frank :— * 
^ And some to higher thoi^hts aspire, 

<' The last of Lambro's ^^ patrioU there S80 

^' Anticipated freedom share ; 
'' And oft around the cavern fire 
'' On visionary schemes debate, 
** To snatch the Rayahs ** from their fate. — 
'' So let them ease their hearts wiih prate 
** Of equal rights, which man ne'er knew, 
'^ I have a love for freedom too. 
^' Ay! let me like the ocean-Patriarch '^ roam^ 
** Or only know on land the Tartar's home,* 
^' My tent on shore — my galley on the sea— 390 

" Are more than cities and Serais to me ; 
'' Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail, 
^ Across the desart, or before the gale, 
'^ Bound where thou wilt, my barb ! or glide my prow, 
'' But be the star that guides the wanderer — ^Thou ! 
*^ Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark-« 
. ^ The Dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! 
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** Or since that hope denied in worlda of strife— 

*^ Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life! 

** The evening beam that smiles the doods away, 400 

^ And tints to-morrow with prophetic raj ! 

^ Blest — as the Muezzin's strain from Mecca's wall 

^ To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call ; 

** Soft — as the melody of you&ful days, 

*^ That steals die tremblbg tear of speechless praise; 

^ Dear — as his native song to Exile's ears, 

*^ Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endears. 

" For thee in those bright isles is buih a bower 

^ Blooming as Aden* in its earliest hour. 

'' A thousand swords — ^with Selira*s heart and hand*- 410 

^ Wait — wave — defend— destroy — at thy command! 

" Girt by my band — Zuleika at my side — 

^ The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride:—* 

** The Haram's languid years of listless ease 

** Are well resign'd for cares — for joys like these : 

** Not blind to fate — I see where'er I rove 

'^ Unnumbered perils-^but one only love ! 

" Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 

'' Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 

^ How dear the dream ! in darbsst hours of ill, 420 

'' Should all be changed^ to find thee faithlnl still! 
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*' Be but thy soul, like Selim's, firmly shown — 

'' To thee, be Selim's tender as thine own! 

'^ To soothe each sorrow — share in each delight--— 

^' Blend every thought— do all but disunite! 

^^ Once free — 'tis mine our horde again to guide^' 

'^ Friends to each other, foes to aught beside:—- 

^^ Yet there we follow but the ])ent assigned 

'' By fatal Nature to man's warring kind, 

'^ Mark ! where his carnage and bis conquests cease — 430 

'^ He makes a solitude — and calls it — ^peace! 

'' I like the rest must use my skill or strength, 

^' But ask no land beyond my sabre's lei^th; — 

** Power sways but by division — her resource 

*' The blest alternative of fraud or force ! 

^^ Ours be the last — in time deceit may come 

'^ When cities cage us in a social home: 

'' There even thy soul might err^*how oft the heart 

'< Corruption shakes — ^which Peril could not part!-— 

'' And woman, more than man, when death or woe 44(> 

" Or even Disgrace would lay her lover low— 

*' Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame — 

'' Away suspicion ! — not Zuleika's name! 

** But life is hazard at the best — and here 

^ No more remains to win, and much to 
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*' Yes, fear ! the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 

" By Osmairs power, and Giaffir*s stern decree — » 

^ That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 

" Which Love to night hath promised to my sail— 

'' No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest, 4.1(> 

" Their steps still roving, but their hearts at rest; 

** With thee all toils are sweet— each clime hath charms, 

^ Earth — sea alike— our world within our arms ! 

^ Ay—Jet the loud winds whistle o'er the deck — 

" So that those arms cling closer round my neck— 

^ The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 

^* No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee ! 

^ The war of elements no fears impart 

^ To Love, whose deadliest bane is human Art 

'' There lie the only rocks our course can check, 4G(9 

^ Here moments menace — there are years of wreck! 

'' But hence ye thoughts ! that rise in Horror's shape — 

^ This hour bestows — or ever bars escape — 

^ Few words remain of mine my tale to close— ^ 

^ Of thine hat one to waft us from our foes :— 

" Yea — ^focs — to me will Giaffir's hate decline ? 

* And is not Osman-^who would part us — ^thiue f 
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XXI. 
^ His head and faith from doubt and death 

'' Returaed in time my guard to save; 

** Few heard — none told — that o'er the wave 470 
** From isle to isle I roved the while ; 
** And since, though parted from my band 
^< Too seldom now I leave the land ; 
^* No deed theyVe done — nor deed shall do, 
** Ere I have heard and doomed it too ; 
'' I form the plan, decree the spoi], 
'< 'Tis fit I oftener share the toil. 
'^ But now too long I've held thine ear, 
*^ Time presses — ^floats my bark— >and here 
'' We leave behind but hate and fear. , 480 

^^ To-morrow Osman with his train 
^* Arrives — to-night must break thy chain ; 
** And would'st thou save that haughty Bey 

*^ Perchance— nftis life who gave thee thine — 
** With me this hour away — away— 

/' But yet, though thou art plighted mine, 
'' Would'st thou recal diy willing vow^ 
'^ Appalled bj truths imparted now — * 



THE BRIDE OF ABYD08. 49 

'' Here rest I — oo^ to see diee wed, 

^ But be that peril on my head !** 490 

XXII. 
Zuleika — ^mute and motionless^ 
Stood likai that statue of distress- 
When, her last hope for ever gone^ 
The modier hardened into stone ; 
All in the maid that eye could see 
Was but a younger Niob£ ! — 
But ere her lip, or even her eje, 
Essayed to speak, or look reply—- 
Beneath the garden's wicket porch 
Far flashed on high a blazing torch ! 500 

Another — and another*-and another— 
'' Oh ! fly — ^no more — ^yet now my more than brother !" 
Far — wide through every thicket spread 
The fearful lights are gleammg red ; 
Nor diese alone — for each right hand 
Is ready with a sheathless brand : — 
They part, pursue, return, and wheel 
With searching flambeau, shining steel ; 
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And last of all his sabre waving, 

Stern Giaffir in his fury raving, 510 

And now ahnost they touch die cave— 

Oh ! must that grot be Selim's grave ? 

xxm. 

Dauntless he stood— ^' Tis come— soon past««- 
'' One kiss, Zuleika — ^'tis my last ; 

^' But yet my band not far from shore 
'' May hear this signal— see the flash — 
" Yet now too few — the attempt were rash— 7 

*' No matter— i^yet one effort more." 
Forth to the cavern mouth he stept, 

His pistol's echo rang on high: 320 

Zuleika started not, nor wept, 
' Despair benumbed her breast and eye ! 
*^ They hear me not, or if they ply 
** Their oars, 'tis but to see me die ; 
*^ That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh. 
^' Then forth my father's scimitar, 
^' Thou ne'er bast seen kss equal war I 
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•* Farewell, Zuleika ! — Sweet ! retire— 

" Yet stay within — ^here lii^r safe, 

** At thee his rage will only chafe.— 530 

^ Stir not — lest even to thee perchance 
** Some erring blade or ball should glance : 
^ Fear'st thou for him ? — may I expire 
^ If in this strife I seek thy sire!-r- 
** No— though by him that poison poured-^ 
^ No— though again he call me coward! — 
^ But tamely shall I meet their steel f 
^ No— as each crest save hii may feel J 

XXIV. 
One bound he made, and gained the sand— - 

Already at his feet hath sunk 540 

The foremost of the prying band— 

A gasping head, a quivering trunk ; 
Another falls — ^but round him close 
A swarming circle of his foes : 
From right to left his padi he cleft, 

And almost met the meeting wave ; — 
His boat appears — not five oars' length-^ 
His comrades strain with desperate strength — 

e2 
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Oh ! are tkey yet in time to sare i 

His feet the foremost breakers lave ; 5.50 

His band are plunging in the bay, 
Their sabres glitter through the spray; 
Wet— -wild — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle — now they touch die land ! 
They come — ^'tis but to add to slaughten— 
His heart's best blood is on the water ! 

XXV. 

Escaped from shotv— unharmed by steel. 

Or scarcely grazed it's force to feel— ^ 

Had Selim won — betrayed — beset-* 

To where die strand and billows met—- 560 

There as his last step left the land, 

And the last death-blow dealt his hand— 

Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 

For her his eye but sought in vain i 
That pause — that fatal gaze he took — 

Hath doomed his death— ^r fixed his chain- 
Sad proof — ^in peril and in pain 
How late will Lover's hope remain !-— 
His back was to the dashing spray — 
Behind but close — ^his comrades lay — ; 570 
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When at die imtaot, hissed the ball, 

'< So may the foes of GiaiBr fall l** 

Whose voice is heard ? whose carbine rang f 

Whose bullet through the night-air sang ? 

Too nearly — deadly aimed to err^ 

Tis thine— Abdallah's Murderer ! 

The father slowly med thy hate. 

The son hath found a quicker fate-^ 

Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling, 

The whiteness of die sea-foam troubling, 58u 

If aught his lips essayed to groan 

The rushing billows choaked the tone ! — 

XXVI. 

Mom slowly rolls the clouds away- 
Few trophies of the fight are there— « 

The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 

Are silenl^^but some signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear— • 

And firagmeirts of each shivered brand- 
Steps stampedX-and dashed into the sand 

The print of many a struggling hand 590 

May there be marked— nor far remote 

A broken torch — an oarless boat— 

And tangled on the weeds that heap 
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The beach where dielving to die deep— « 
There lies a white Capote ! 
"Tis rent in twain— one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o'er in vain — 

But where is he who wore ? 
Ye I who would o'er his relics weep 
Go — seek them where the surges sweep 600 

Their burthen round Sigaeum's steep 

And cast on Lemnos' shore : 
The sea-birds shriek fibove the prej, 
O'er which their hungry beaks delay — 
As shaken on his restless pillow, 
Hb head heaves with the heaving biUfow — 
That hand — whose motion b not life- 
Yet feebly seems to menace strife- 
Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

Then levelled with the wave-— 6 \0 

What recks it ? though that corse shall lie 

Within a living grave E 
The bird that tears that prostrate form' 
Hadi only robbed the meaner worm ! 
The only heart — die only eye — 
Had bled or wept to see him die^ 
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Had seen dio«e fcatlered limbs composed. 
And mourned above his turban-stone-^^ 

That heart hath burst — that eye was closed- 
Yea— closed before his own ! 620 

XXVII. 

Bj Helle's stream diere is a voice of wail ! 
And woman's eye b wet— man's cheek is pale-*— 
Zoloka ! last of Giaffir's race. 

Thy destin'd lord is come too late—* 
He sees not — ^ne'er shall see thy face I — 

Can he not hear 
The load WuUwulieh ^ warn his distant ear ? 

Thy handmaids weeping at the gate, 
The Koran-chaunters of the hymn of fate — 

The silent slaves with folded arras that wait, 630 
Sighs in die hall— and shrieks upon the gale, 

Tdl him ^y tale! 
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

That fearful moment when he left the cave 
Thy heart grew chill — 
He was thy hope — thy joy— thy love — thine all — 
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And that last thought on him thou could'st not save 
SuflSced to kill- 
Burst fortfi in one wild cry — and all was stillr— 

Peace to thj broken heart — and Tirgin grave ! 640 
Ah! happy! but of life to lose the worst. 
That grief— though deep^-though fatal — ^was thy first ! 
Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence — shame— pride — hate-^revenge— remorse f 
And, oh! that pang where more than Madness lies*— 
The Worm that will not sleep— and never dies- 
Thought of die gloomy day and ghastly night, 
That dreads the darkness, and yet loadies the light-— 
That winds around, and tears the quivVbg heart— 
Ah! wherefore not consume it— and depart ! 650 

Woe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! 

Vainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy head*-* 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er diy limbs dost spread ; 
By that same hand Abdallah^-Selim bled— 
Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief — 
Thy pride of heart*— thy bride for Osman'r bed — 
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$lie— whom tby faltaii had bat seen to wed — 
Thy Dfti^ter's dead! 
Hope of thine age— -thy twil^iht^a lonely beam— 
The Star hath set that shone on HeUe's stream — €60 

What quench'd its ray? — the blood that thou hast shed! 

Hark — to the hurried question of Despair ! 

^ Where is my child r— an Echo answers— <' Where?"'** 
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Within the place of thousand tombs 

That shine beneadi, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamped with an eternal grief; 

Like early unrequited Love! 
One spot exists — ^which ever blooms, 670 

£v'n in that deadly grove. — 
A single rose is shedding there 

It's lonely lustre, meek and pale, 
It looks as planted by Despair-^ 

So white — BO fiunt — the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on 



58 THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 

And yety though storms and blight assaili 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 

May wring it from the stem — in vain — 
To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 680 

The stalk some spirit gently rears, 
And waters with celestial tears. 

Eor well may maids of Helle deem 
That this can be no earthly flower, 

Which mocks the tempest's withering hour 

And buds unsheltered by a bower. 

Nor droops — though spring refuse her shower 

Nor woos the summer beam. — 
To it the livelong night there sings 

A bird unseen — ^but not remote — (i90 

Invisible his airy wings^ 
But soft as harp that Houri strings 

His long entrancing note! 
It were the Bulbul — but his throat. 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain ; 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 
As if they loved in vain ! 
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And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 

Tis sorrow so immixed with dread, 700 

They scarce can bear die mom to break 
That mekncholy spell. 

And longer yet would weep and wake, 
He sings so wild and well ! 

But when the day-blush bursts from high- 
Expires that mi^c melody. 

And some have been who could believe, 

(So fondly youdiful dreams deceive. 
Yet harsh be they that blame,) 

That note so piercing and profound 710 

Will shape and syllable it9 sound 
Into Zuleika's name.^ 

Tis from her cypress' summit heard. 

That melts in air the liquid word — 

*Tis from her lowly virgin earth 

That white rose takes its tender birth. 

There late was laid a marble stone, 

Eve saw it placed — ^the Morrow gone ! 

It was no mortal arm that bore 

That deep-fixed pillar to the shore ; 720 
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For there, as Helle's legends tell. 
Next mom 'twas found where Selim fell — 
Lashed by the tumbling tide, whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave — 
And there by nighty reclin'd, 'tis said. 
Is seen a ghastly turban'd head—- 
And hence extended by the billow, 
Tis named the '^ Pirate- phantom's pillow P' 
Where first it lay — ^that mourning flower 
Hath flourished — flourisheth Ais hour — 750 

Alone — and dewy — coldly pure and pale — 
As weeping Beauty's cheek at Sorrow's tale ! 



NOTES. 



Note I, page i, line 8. 
WaxfaiiU o'er the gardens of GUI in her bloom. 
^ Gdl/' the roie. 

Note 2, page 2, line 2. 

Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done 9 

** Souk made of fire, and children of the Sun, 
*• With whom Revenge i^ Virtue/' 

Young's Rev£Mok. 

Note 3, page 4, line l6. 
JViih MejnomCs tale, or Sadies song. 

McjAoon and Letla, the Romeo and Juliet of the East. Sadi, 
the monl poet of Persia. 

Note 4, page 4, line 1/. 

Till I, who heard the deep tambour. 

Tambour, Turkish drum, which sounds at sunrisCi noon, and 
twilight 

Note 5, page 8, line 3. 
He is an Arab to my sight. 

The Turks abhor the Arabs (who return the compliment a 
hundred fold) ettn more than they hate the Christians, 
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Note 6y ]p^ge g, fine 18. 
The mind — the Music breathing from her face. 

This expressioii has met with objedioiis. I wifl boI refer to 
*^ Him fdio hath not Music hi his soul,** but merdj request the 
reader to recoDect, lor ten secoods, the features of the woman 
whom he belieres to be the most beautiful ; and if he then does 
not comprdiend fuDy what is feebly expressed in the dbove tfne, 
I shall be sorry for us both. For an eloquent passage m the 
ktest work of the first female writer of this, perhaps, of any age, 
on the analogy (and the immediate compaiisan excited by that 
analogy) between ** painting and music,*' see toL iii. cap. lO. Da 
L'Allemagxe. And is not thb connexion stiD str on g e r with 
the original dian the copy ? With the cokMiring of Nature than of 
Art? After all, this is radier to be ^t than described; stiU I 
think there are some who will understand it, at least they would 
hawe done had they beheld the countenance whose speaking bar- 
vMmy si^gested the idea ; for this passage is not drawn firom 
imagination but memory, that mirror which Aifiction dashes to Uia 
earth, and looking down upon the fragments, only beholds the re- 
flection multij^ed ! 



Kote 7, page 10, line 20l 

Bat yet the line of Carasman, 

Carasman Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, b the principal land- 
holder in Turkey, he governs Magnesia ; those, who by a kind 
of feudal traure, pocsess land on condition of senrioe, are called 
Timariots: they senre as Spahis, according to the extent of terri- 
tory, and bring a certain number into the fiddy generally caralry. 
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Note S, page ll^ lloe 11. 
jlnd teach the messenger what fate. 

Wben a Pacha is sufficiently strong to resist, the single messen- 
ger» who is always the first bearer of the order for his death, is 
itrangled instead, and sometimes five or six, one after the other, 
OQ the same errand, by command of the refractory patient ; if, on 
the contrary, he is weak or loyal, he bows, kisses the Suitan*s re- 
spectable signature, and is bowstrung with great complacency. 
In 1610, several of these presents were exhibited in the niche of 
the Seraglio gate ; among others, the head of the Pacha of Bag- 
dat, a brave young man, cut off by treachery, after a desperate 



Note 9, page 12, line 10. 
Thrice clapped his hands, and called his steed. 

Clapping of the hands calls the servants. The Turks hate a 
superfluous expenditure of voice, and they have no bells. 

Note 10, page 12, line 11. 

Resigned his gem-adorned Chibouque. 
Chibouque, the Turkish pipe, of which the amber mouth*piece, 
and sometimes the ball which contains the leaf, is adorned with 
predotts stones, if in possession of the wealthier orders. 

Note 11, page 12, line 13. 
With Maugrabee — and Mamahh\ 
Maugrabee, Moorish mercenaries. 
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Note 12» page 12, line 14. 

His way amid his Delis took* 

Dell, bravos who form the forlorn hope of the caTtlry, and 
alffays begin the action. 

Note 13, page 13, line 6. 

Careering cleave the folded feU. 

A twisted fold o£JeU is used for scimitar practice by the Turks, 
and few but Mussulman arms can cut through it at a single stroke: 
sometimes a tough turban is used for the same purpose. The 
jerreed is a game of blunt javelins, animated and graceful. 

Note 14, page 13, line 9* 

"Nor heard their Ollahs tcild and loud. 

*' Ollahs,'* Alia 11 Allah, the <' Leilies,'* as the Spanish poets 
call them, the sound is Ollah ; a cry of which the Turks, for a si- 
lent people, are somewhat profuse, particularly during the jerreed, 
or in the chase, but mostly in battle. Their animation in tlie 
field, and gravity in the chamber, with their pipes and comboloios, 
form an amusing contrast. 

Note 15, page 14, line 8. 

Tlie Persian Jtar^guFs perfume. 

'* Atar-gul/* ottar of roses. The Persian is the finest. 

Note 16, page 14, line 10. 
The pictured roof and marble floor* 

The ceiling and wainscots, or rather walls, of the Mussulman 
apartments are generally painted, in great houses, with one eter- 
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nal and highly coloured view of ConstaJUinople^ wherein the 
principal feature is a noble contempt of perspective ; below, 
arms, scimitars, &c. are in general fancifully and not inelegantly 



Note 17, page 15, line 4. 

A message from the Bulbul hears. 

It hat been much doubted whether the notes of this ** Lover 
of the rose'* are sad or merry ; and Mr. Fox's remarks on the sub- 
ject have provoked some learned controversy as to the opinions 
of the ancients on the subject. I dare not venture a conjectare 
an the point, though a little inclined to the ** errare mallem/' &€. 
i/yit. Fox VMU mistaken. 

Note 18, page 16, line 19. 
Even Azraelfrom his deadly quiver. 
■* Azrael** — ^the angel of deaths 

Note Y9, page 18, line IX 

Within the caves oflstakar. 

The treasures of the Preadamite Sultans. See D^Herbelot, 
article Istakar. 

Note 20, page 1 9, line 6. 

Holds not a Musselim's control. 

Musselim, a governor, the next in rank after a Pacha ; a 
Waywode is the third ; and then come the Agas. 

F 
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Note 21^ page 19, line 7« 
Was he not bred in Egripo. 

Egripo— the Negropont. According to the proverb, the Turks 
of Egripo, the Jews of Salonica, and the Greeks of Athens, are 
the worst of their respective races. 

Not^ 22» page 22, line If, 
Ah / yonder see the Tchocadar. 

** Tchocadar*'— one of the attendants who precedes a man of 
author!^. 

Note 25, page 27^ line 4. 
Thine own** broad Hellespont** still dashes. 

The wrangling about this epithet, *^ the broad Hellespont'* or 
the '* boundless Hellespout," whether it means one or the other, 
or what it means at all, has been beyond all possibility of detail. 
I have even heard it disputed on the spot ; and not foreseeing 
a speedy conclusion to the controversy, amused myself with 
swimming across it in the mean time, and probably may again, 
before the point is settled. Indeed, the question as to the truth 
of " the tale of Troy divine*' still continues, much of it resting 
upon the talismanic word ^ mtupogi*' probably Homer had 
the same notion of distance that a coquette has of time, and 
when he talks of boundless, means half a mile ; as the latter, by 
a like figure, when she says eternal attachment, simply specifies 
three weeks. 
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Note'24» page 27, line 15. 

fVhich Amm(nCs son ran proudly round. 

Before hit Persian invasion^ and crowned the altar with kurel, 
kc. He was afterwards imitated by Caracalla in his race. It is 
believed that the last also poisoned a friend, named Festus, for 
the sake of new Patroclan games. I have seen the sheep feeding 
on the tombs of .£sietes and Antilochus ; the first h in the centre 
of the plain. 

Note 25, page 28, line 14. 

* 

Cter which her fairy fingers ran. 

When rubbed, the amber is susceptible of a perfume, which is 
slight bat not disagreeable. 

Note 26, page 28, line 17. 
Her mother* s sainted amulet. 

The belief in amulets engraved on gems, or endoted in gold 
boxes, containing scraps from the Koran, worn round the neck, 
wrist, or arm, is stOl universal in the East The Koorsee (throne) 
verse in the second cap. of the Koran describes the attributes 
of the Most High, and is engraved in this manner, and wom'bjr 
at the most esteemed and subline of all sentences. 



Note 27, page 219, Ime 1. 
Jlnd by her Comboloio lies. 
** Comboloio"— a Turkish rosary. The MSS. particularly 
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those of the Persians, are richly adorned and iUuininated. The 
Greek femides are kept in utter ignorance ; but many of the 
Turkish girls are highly accomplished, though not actually qua- 
lified for a Christian coterie ; perhaps some of our own *' Uues^* 
might not be the worse for bkaching. 

Note 28, page 32, line aa 

In him was 90fne young Galiongie. 

** Ga]iongfe*'--or Galiongi, a sailor, that is, a TurkUh sailor; 
the Chreeks navigate, the Turks work the guns. Their dress v^ 
picturesque ; and I have seen the Capitan Pacha more than once 
wearing it as a kind o^ incog. Their legs, however, are generally 
DiJced. The buskins described in the text as sheathed behind 
with silver, are tliose of an Amaut robber, who was my host (be 
had quitted the profession), at his Pyrgo, near Gastouni in the 
Morea; they were plated in scales one over the other, like the 
back of an armadUlo. 

Note 29, page 35, line 1. 

So may the Koran verse displayed^ 

The charaeters on all Turkish scimitars contain sometimes the 
name of the place of their manufacture, but more generally a 
text from the Koran, in letters of gold. Amongst those in my pos- 
session is one mth a blade of singular construction ; it is very 
broad, and the edge notched into serpentine curven like the r^ple 
0f water, or the wavering of flame. I asked the Armenian who 
sold it, what possible use such a figure could add: he said, in 
Italian, that he did not know ; but the Mussufanani had aa idea 



that those of this form gaTe a severer wound ; and liked it be- 
cause it was ** JHU feroce.** I did not much admire the reason, 
but boi^t it for its peculiarity. 

Note SOy page 35, line l6. 
But like the nephew of a Cain. 

It is to be observed, that every allusion to any thing or per* 
lonage in the Old Testament, such as the Ark, or Cain, is equally 
the privilege of Mussulman and Jew ; indeed the former profess 
to be much better acquainted with the lives, true and fabulous, 
of the patriarchs, than is warranted by our own Sacred writ, 
and not content with Adam, they have a biography of Pre- 
Adamites. Solomon is the monarch of all necromancy, and 
Moses a prophet inferior only to Christ and Mahomet. Zuleika 
is the Persian name of Potiphar^s wife, and her amour with 
Joseph constitutes one of the finest poems in their language. It 
is therefore no violation of costume to put the names of Cain^ 
or Noah, into the mouth of a Moslem. 

Note 31, page 36, line 10, 

And Paswan's rebel hordes attest, 

Ptuwan Oglou, the rebel of Widin, who for the last years of 
Us life set the whole power of the Porte at defiance. 

Note 32, page 37, line 3. 
They gave their horsetails to the wind. 
Horsetail, the standard of a Pacha. 
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Note 33, page 37, line 16. 
He drank one draught — nor needed more! 

Giafliry Pacha of Argyro Castro, or Scutari, I am not sure 
which, was actually taken off by the Albanian Ali* in the manner 
described in the text. Ali Pacha, while I was in the country, 
married the daughter of his victim, some yean after the event 
had taken place at a bath in Sophia, or Adrianople* The poison 
was mixed in the cup of coffee, which is presented before the 
sherbet by the bath-keeper, after dressing. 

Note 34, page 43, line 5. 

I sought hy turns, and saw them all. 

The Turkish notions of almost all islands are confined to tlie 
Archipelago, the sea alluded to. 

Note 35, page 44» Ime 6. 

» 

The last of Lambro^s patriots there. 

m 

Laiubro Canzani, a Greek, famous for his efibrts in 1769 — 90 
for the independence of his country; abandoned by the Russians 
he became a pirate, and the Archipelago was the scene of his en- 
terprises. He is said to be still alive at Petersburg. He and Riga 
are the two most celebrated of the Greek revolutionists. 

Note 36, page 44, line 10. 

To snatch the Rayahs from their fate. 

** Rayahs,*' all who pay the capitation tax, called the ** Ha- 
ratch." 
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Note 37, page 44« line 14. 

^y! let me like the oceaih'Patriarch roam. 

Ibis fint of voyagei it one of the few with which the Mutsul- 
BitDS profeH much acquaintance. 

Note 38, page 44, line 15. 

Or only know on land the Tariat^i home. 

Tbe wandering life of the Arabs, Tkrtan, and Turkomanf , 
wBi be found well detailed in any book of Eastern travels. That 
it possesses a charm peculiar to itself cannot be denied. A young 
French renegade confessed to Chateaubriand, that he never 
found himself alone, galloping in the desart, without a sensation 
to rapture, which was indescribable. 



Note 39, page 45, line 12. 

Blooming as Aden in its earliest hour, 

** Jannat al Aden,*' the perpetual abode, the Mussulman Para- 
dise. 

Note 40, page 55, line 2. 

And mourned above his turban-stone. 

A turban is carved in stone above the graves o£men only. 

Note 41, page 55, line 11. 
7%e loud Wtd-wulleh warn his distant ear. 
The death*song of the Turkish women. The " silent slaves" 
are the men whose notions of decorum forbid complaint in public. 
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Note 42, page 57^ Une J. 
" Where is my childT*—an Echo answers— '* WhereT' 

*• I came to the place of my birth and cried, * The friends of 
** my youth, where are they?* and an Echo answered, < Where 
•* are they V " From an Arabic MS. 

The abore quotation (from which the idea in the text is taken) 
must be already familiar to every reader — ^it is given in the first 
annotation, page 67, of <* The Pleasures of Memory;*' a poem 
so well known as to render a reference almost superfluous ; but 
10 whose pages all will be delighted to recur. 

Note 43, page 59»line 12. 

Into Zuleikcfs name. 

** And airy tongues that syllable men's names.** 

MlLTOM. 

For a belief that the souls of the dead inhabit the form of birds, 
we need not travel to the East. Lord Lyttleton's ghost story, 
the belief of the Duchess of Kendal, that George IL flew into 
her window in the shape of a raven (see Orford's Reminiscences), 
and many other instances, bring this superstition nearer home. 
The most singular was the whim of a Worcester lady, who be* 
lieving her daughter to exist in the shape of a singing bird, li- 
terally furnished her pew in the Cathedral with cages^fdl of the 
kind ; and as she was rich, and a benefactress in beautifying the 
church, no objection was made to her harmless folly ••*— For this 
anecdote, see Orford's Letters. 

THE END. 
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If Y DEAR MOORE, 

I DEDICATE to you the last production 
with which I shall trespass on public patience, 
and your indulgence, for some years ; and I 
own that I feel anxious to avail myself of this 
latest and only opportunity of adorning my 
pages with a name, consecrated by unshaken 
public principle, and the most undoubted and 
various talents. While Ireland ranks you 
among the firmest of her patriots — while you 
stand alone the first of her bards in her esti* 
mation, and Britain repeats and ratifies the 

b 
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decree — permit onci whose only regret, since 
our first acquaintance, has been the years he 
had lost before it commenced, to add the 
humble, but sincere sulSrage of friendship, to 
the voice of more than one nation. It will at 
least prove to you, that I have neither for- 
gotten the gratification derived from your so- 
cietyf nor abandoned the prospect of its 
renewal, whenever your leisure or inclination 
allows you to atone to your friends for too 
long an absence. It is said among those 
friends, I trust truly, that you are engaged in 
the composition of a poem whose scene will 
be laid in the East; none can do those scenes 
so much justice. The wrongs of your own 
country, the magnificent and fiery spirit of 
her sons, the beauty and feeling of her daugh- 
ters, may there be found; and Collins, when 
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he denominated his^ Oriental, his Irish 
Eclogues, was not aware how true, at least, 
was a part of his parallel. Your imagination 
will create a warmer sun, and less clouded sky ; 
but wildness, tenderness, and originality are 
part of your national claim of oriental descent, 
to which you have already thus far proved 
your title more clearly than the most zealous 
of your country's antiquarians. May I add a 
few words on a subject on which all men are 
supposed to be fluent, and none agreeable? — 
Self« I have written much, and published 
more than enough to demand a longer silence 
than I now meditate ; but for some years to 
come it is my intention to tempt no further 
the award of ^^ Gods, men, nor columns/' 
In the present composition I have attempted 
not the most difficult, but, perhaps, the best 
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adapted measure to our language, the good 
old and now neglected heroic couplet: — the 
stanza of Spenser is perhaps too slow and 
dignified for narrative; though, I confess, it 
is the measure most after my own heart ; and 
Scott alone, of the present generation, has 
hitherto completely triumphed over the fatal 
facility of the octo-syllabic verse; and this 
is not the least victory of his fertile and 
mighty genius. In blank verse, Milton, 
Thomson, and our dramatists, are the bea- 
cons that shine along the deep, but warn 
us from the rough and barren rock on which 
they are kindled. The heroic couplet is 
not the most popular measure certainly ; but 
as I did not deviate into the other from a 
wish to flatter what is called public opinion, 
I shall quit it without further apology, and 
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take my chance once more with that versifi- 
catiooy in which I have hitherto published 
nothing but compositions whose former circu- 
lation is part of my present and will be of my 
future regret. 

With regard to my story, and stories in ge- 
neral, I should have been glad to have ren- 
dered my personages more perfect and amia- 
ble, if possible, inasmuch as I have been 
sometimes criticised, and considered no less 
responsible for their deeds and qualities than 
if all had been personal. Be it so— if I have 
deviated into the gloomy vanity of ** drawing 
iirom self,'' the pictures are probably like, 
since they are unfavourable; and if not, those 
who know me are undeceived, and those who 
do not, I have little interest in undeceiving. 
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I have no particular desire that any but 
my acquaintance should think the author 
better than the beings of his imagining ; but 
I cannot help a little surprise, and perhaps 
amusement, at some odd critical exceptions in 
the present instance, when I see several bards 
(far more deserving, I allow) in very reputable 
plight, and quite exempted from all participa- 
tion in the faults of those heroes, who, never- 
theless, might be found with little more mora- 
lity than " The Giaour,^' and perhaps — ^but 
no — I must admit Childe Harold to be a very 
repulsive personage; and as to his identity, 
those who like it must give him whatever 
" alias'' they please. 

V 

If, however, it were worth while to remove 
the impression, it might be of some service to 
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me, that the man who is alike the delight of 
his readers and his friends — the poet of all 
circles — and the idol of his own, permits me 
here and elsewhere to subscribe myself, 

most truly, 

and affectionately, 

his obedient servant, 

BYRON. 

January 2, 1814. 
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CANTO I. 



« 



nettun magyior dolore. 



** Che rioordarti del tempo feliee 

" Nella miierU, »» 

Dahte. 



I. 

'^ O'eb the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 

<< Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as free, 

'' Far as the breeze can bear^ the billows foam, 

** Survey our empire and behold our home ! 

** Tliese are our realms, no limits to their sway— 

" Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

'* Ours die wild life in tumult still to range 

<' From toil to rest, and joy in every change* 

" Oh, who can tdl? not thou, luxurious slave! 

** Whose soul would sicken o'er the heaving wave ; 10 

B 
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'^ Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease ! 

** Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot please — 

** Oh| who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 

'' And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide, 

" The exulting sense — the pulse's maddening play, 

** That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way ? 

** That for itself can woo the approaching fight, 

*' And turn what some deem danger to delight; 

*^ That seeks what cravens shun with more than zeal, 

" And where the feebler faint— can only feel — 20 

*' Feel— to the rising bosom's inmost core, 

'' Its hope awaken and its spirit soar? 

*^ No dread of death — ^if with us die our foes— « 

'^ Save that it seems even duller than repose: 

** Come when it will — we snatch the life of life— > 

'' When lost — what recks it — by disease or strife? 

'* Let him who crawls enamoured of decay, 

" Cling to his couch, and sicken years away; 

^* Heave his thick breath ; and shake his palsied head ; 

" Ours — the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 50 

** While gasp by gasp he fiiulters forth hia soul, ^ 

^< Ours with one p^ng — one bound— escapes controul. , 
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** His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave, 
** And they who loathed his life may gild' his grave: 
^ Ours are the tears, though few, sincerely shed, 
" When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 
" For us, even banquets fond regret supply 

^ In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 

" And the brief epitaph in danger's day, 

^^•When those who win at length divide the prey, 40 

" And cry, Remembrance saddening o'er each brow, 

'' How had the brave who fell exulted now /" 

II. 
Such were the notes that from the Pirate's isle, 
Around the kindling watch-fire rang the while ; 
Such were the sounds that thrilled the rocks along. 
And unto ears as rugged seemed a song ! 
In scattered groups upon the golden sand, 
Tbey game — carouse — converse— or whet the brand ; 
Select the arms — to each his blade assign, 
And careless eye the blood that dims its shine : 50 

Repur the boat, replace the helm or oar. 
While others straggling muse along the shore; 

B 'J 
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For the wild bird die busy f pringes lel. 

Or spread beneadi die sim the drippiiq; net; 

Ghuee where some distant sail a speck supplies. 

With all the thirsting eye of Enterprize; 

Tell o'er the tales of many a night of toil, 

And marvel where they next shall seize a spoil: 

No matter where — their chiefs allotment this ; 

Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 60 

But who that Chief i his name on every shore 

Is famed and feared — they ask and know no more* 

With these he mingles not but to command; 

Few are his words, but keen his eye and hand. 

Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess. 

But they forgive his silence for success. 

Ne'er for his lip the purpling cup they fill^ 

That goblet passes him untasted still — 

And for his fare— the rudest of his crew 

Would that, in turn, have passed untasted jtoo ; 70 

Earth's coarsest bread, the garden's homeliest roots, 

And scarce the summer luxuiy of fruits. 

His short repast in humUeness supply 

With all a hermit's board would scarce deny. 
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But while he ahoiM the grosser joys of sense. 

His mind seems nourished by that abstinence. 

'^ Steer to that shore T— -they sail. '' Do this !"— *tis done 

^ Now form and follow me Y* — the spoil is won. 

Thus prompt his accents and his actions a^l. 

And all obey and few enquire his will ; dO 

To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 

Convey reproof, nor further deign reply. 

III. 
^ A sail ! — a sail!'' — a promised prize to Hope ! 
Her nation — ^flag — how speaks the telescope i 
No prize, alas f — ^but yet a welcome sail : 
Hie blood-red signal glitters in the gale. 
Yes — she is ours — a home returning bark — 
Blow fair, thou breeze ! — she anchors ere the dark. 
Already doubled is the cape — our bay 
Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray. 90 
How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 
Her white wings flybg — never from her foes- 
She walks the waters like a thing of life. 
And seems to dare the elements to strife. 
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Who would not brave the batde-fire— -the wreck-*- 
To move the monarch of her peopled deck? 

IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings; 

The sails are furled ; and anchoring round she swings: 

And gathering loiterers on the land dbcern 

Her boat descending from the latticed stern. 100 

^is manned — the oars keep concert to the strand, 

Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout ! — the friendly speech ! 

When hand grasps hand unitii^ on the beach ; 

The smile, the question, and the quick reply, 

And the heart's promise of festivity ! 

V, 

The tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd : 

The hum of voices, and the laughter loud. 

And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard*- 109 

Friends' — husbands' — lovers' names in each dear word : 

** Oh! are they safe? we ask not of success-** 

'^ But shall we see them i will their accents bless ? 
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" From where the batde roars — the billows chaf< 
'' They doubtless boldly did — but who are safe i 
" Here let them haste to gladden and surprize, 
'' And kiss the doubt from the%e delighted eyes!"«» 

VI. 
'' Where is our chief i for him we bear report — 
" And doubt that joy — which hails our coming — short; 
" Yet thus sincere — ^"tis cheering, though so brief; 
" But, Juan ! instant guide us to our chief: 1 20 

" Our greeting paid, well feast on our return, 
^ And all shall hear what each may wish to learn.*' 
Ascending slowly by tlie rock^iewn way. 
To where his watch-tower beetles o'er the boy, 
By bushy brake, and wild flowers blossoming, 
And freshness breathing from each silver spring. 
Whose scattered streams from granite basins burst. 
Leap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst; 
From crag to cliff they mount — Near yonder cave, 
What lonely straggler looks along the wave ? 130 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 
Not oft a resting-staff to that red hand ? 
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'* 'Tis he— 'tis Conrad— here — as wont— -«lone ; 
^' On— -Juan ! on — and make our purpoae known. 
^ The bark he views — and tell him we would greet 
^' Hb ear with tidings he must quickly meet : 
'' We dare not yet approach — thou know'st his mood, 
'' When strange or uninvited steps intrude.'' 

VIL 
Him Juan sought, and told of their intent- 
He spake not— but a sign expressed assent. 140 
These Juan calls — they come — to their salute 
He bends him slightly, but his lips are mute. 
** These letters, Chief, are from the Greek — the spy^ 
*' Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh: 
** Whate'er his tidings, we can well report, 
'' Much that** — ** Peace, peace!" — He cuts their prating short. 
Wondering they turn, abashed, while each to each 
Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech i 
They watch bis glance with many a stealing look. 
To gather how that eye the tidings took ; 150 
But, this as if he guessed, with head aside^ 
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride, 
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He read tbe scroll — ** My Ublets^ Juan, hark — 
'' Where 18 GonaalYO r' 

^' In the anchored bark.** 
'^ There let him stay — to him this order bear. 
" Back to your do^r — for my course prepare : 
*^ Myself this enterprize to-night will share.** 

« To-night, Lord Conrad ? " 

'' Ay ! at set of sun : 
*' The breeze will freshen when the day u done. 
" My corslet — cloak — one hour — and we are gone. 160 
** Slbg on thy bugle — see that free from rust, 
** My carbine-lock springs worth jr of my trust; 
^' Be the edge sharpened of my boarding-brand, . 
^' And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 
^ Tliis let the Armourer with speed dispose ; 
*' Last time, it more fatigued my arm than foes : 
" Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired, 
** To tell us when the hour of stay's expired.** 
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VIII. 
They make obeisance, and retire in haste. 
Too soon to seek again the watery waste : 170 

Yet they repine not — so that Conrad guides, 
And who dare question aught that he decides i 
That man of loneliness and mystery, 
Scarce seen to smile, and sddom heard to sigh ; 
Whose name appak the fiercest of his crew. 
And tints each swarthy cheek with sallower hue ; 
Still sways their souls with that commanding art 
That dazzles, leads, yet chilk the vulgar heart. 
What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy, yet oppose in vain ? 180 

What should it be ? that thus their faith can bind i 
The power of Thought — the magic of the Mind! 
Linked with success, assumed and kept with skill. 
That moulds another's weakness to its will ; 
Wields with their hands, but, still to these unknown. 
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his own. 
Such hath it been — shall be— beneath the sun 
The many still must labour for the one ! 
'Tis Nature's doom— but let the wretch who toils 
Accuse not, hate not him who wears the spoils. 190 
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Oh ! if he knew the weight of splendid chaios. 
How light the balance of his humbler pains ! 

IX. 
Unlike the heroes of each ancient race. 
Demons in act, but Gods at least in face, 
Tn Conrad's form seems little to admire. 
Though his dark eye-brow shades a glance of fire ; 
Robust but not Herculean — ^to the sight 
No giant frame sets forth his common height ; 
Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again. 
Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men ; 200 
They gaze and marvel how — and still confess 
That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 
Sun-burnt his cheek, hb forehead high and pale 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil ; 
And oft perforce his rising lip reveals 
The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals. 
Though smooth his voice, and calm his general mien. 
Still seems there something he would not have seen : 
His features* deepening lines and varying hue 
At times attracted, yet perplexed the view, 210 
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As if within that murkiness of mind 

Worked feelings fearful, and yet undefined ; 

Such might it be— that none could truly tell — 

Too close enquiry his stem glance would quell. 

There breathe but few whose aspect might defy 

The full encounter of his searching eye; 

He had the skill, when Cunning's gaze would seek 

To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek. 

At once the observer's purpose to espy. 

And on himself roll back hb scrutiny, 220 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray 

Some secret thought, than drag that chiefs to day* 

There was a laughing Devil in his sneer, 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear; 

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled — and Mercy sighed farewell 1 

X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought. 
Within — within — 'twas there the spirit wrought ! 
Love shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further than the bitter smile ; 250 
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The lip's least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 

Along the governed aspect, speak alone 

Of deeper passions ; and to judge their mien. 

He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 

Then — with the hurried tread, the upward eye. 

The clenched hand, the pause of agony, 

That listens, starting, lest the step too near 

Approach intrusive on that mood of fear : 

Then — ^with each feature working from the heart, 

With feelings loosed to strengthen — not depart; 240 

That rise— convulse — contend — that freeze, or glow. 

Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow ; 

Hien — Stranger ! if thou canst, and tremblest not, 

Behold his soul— the rest tliat soothes his lot ! 

Mark — how that lone and blighted bosom sears 

The scathing thought jof execrated years ! 

Bdiold — but who hath seen, or e'er shall see, 

Man as himself— the secret spirit free ? 

XL 
Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 
To lead the guilty — guilt's worst instrument— 250 
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His soul was changed^ before his deeds had driven 

Him forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warped by the world in Disappointment's school. 

In words too wise, in conduct there a fool ; 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop, 

Doomed by his very virtues lor a dupe, 

He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill, 

And not the traitors who betrayed him still ; 

Nor deemed that gifts bestowed on better men 

Had left him joy, and means to give again. 260 

Feared — shunned — ^belied — ere youth had lost her force, 

He hated man too much to feel remorse. 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call. 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a villain — but he deemed 

The rest no better than the thing he seemed ; 

And scorned the best as hypocrites who hid 

Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 

He knew himself detested, but he knew 

The hearts that loathed him, crouched and dreaded too. 270 

Lone, wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 

From all affection and from all contempt : 
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His name could sadden, and his acts surprize ; 

But tbey that feared him dared not to despise : 

Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 

The slumbering venom of the folded snake : 

The first may turn — ^but not avenge the blow ; 

The last expires — but leaves no living foe ; 

Fast to the doomed offender's form it clings. 

And he may crush— not conquer — still it stings ! 230 

XII. 
None are all evil — quickening round his heart. 
One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 
Oft could he sneer at others as beguiM 
By passions worthy of a fool or child ; 
Yet 'gainst that passion vainly still he strove, 
And even in him it asks the name of Love ! 
Yes, it was love— ^unchangeable — unchanged. 
Felt but for one from whom he never ranged ; 
Though fairest captives daily met his eye, 
. He shunned, nor sought, but coldly passed them by ; 290 
Though many a beauty drooped in prisoned bower, 
None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 
Yet — it was Love — if thoughts of tenderness, 
Tried in temptation, strengthened by distress, 
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Unmoyed by absence, firm in every clime. 

And yet — Oh more than all f — untired by time ; 

Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile. 

Could render sullen were she near to smile. 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 

On her one murmur of his discontent ; 30O 

Which still would meet with joy, with calmness part. 

Lest that hb look of grief should reach her heart ; 

Which nought removed, nor menaced to remove^— 

If there be love in mortals — this was love ! 

He was a villain — ay — reproaches shower 

On him — but not the passion, nor its power, 

Which only proved, ul other virtues gone, 

Not guilt itself could quench this loveliest one ! 

XIIL 
He paused a moment — till his hastening men 
Passed the first windii^ downward to the glen. 310 

^ Strange tidings ! — many a peril have I past^ 
^ Nor know I why this next appears the last! 
** Yet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear, 
^' Nor shall my followers find me falter here* 
^' TSb rash to meet, but surer death to wait 
'' Till here they hunt us to undoubted fate ; 



k 
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'' And, if my plan but hold, aod Fortune smile, 

** We'll furnish mourners for our funeral-pile. 

" Ay — let them slumber — peaceful be their dreams ! 

'' Mom ne'er awoke them with such brilliant beams 820 

" As kmdle high to-night (but blow, thou breeze!) 

*' To warm these slow avengers of the seas. 

^ Now to Medora — Oh ! my sinking heart, 

'^ Loi^ may her own be lighter than thou art ! 

* Yet was I brave — mean boast where all are brave ! 

" £v n insects sting for aught they seek to save. 

''This common courage which with brutes we share, 

** That owes its deadliest efforts to despair, 

'' Small merit claims — but 'twas my nobler hope 

" To teach my few with numbers still to cope ; 330 

'' Long have I led them — not to vainly bleed: 

** No medium now — ^we perish or succeed ! 

" So let it be — ^it irks not me to die ; 

*^ But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 

'' My lot hath long had little of my care, 

'' But chafes n»y pridie thus baffled in the snare : 

*' h this my skill? my craft f to set at last 

^ Hope, power, and life upon a single cast? 
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^ Oh, Fate ! — accuse thy folly, not thy fate— 

*' She may redeem thee still — ^nor yet too late/* MO 

XIV. 

Thus with himself communion held he, till 
He reached the summit of his tower-crowned hill: 
There at the portal paused — for wild and soft 
He heard those accents never heard too oft ; 
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung. 
And these the notes his bird of beauty sung : 

1. 
'< Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells^ 

Lonely and lost to light for evermore, 
Save when to thine my heart responsive swells^ 

Then trembles into silence as before. 350 

2. 
** There, in its centre, a sepulcliral lam^ 

Bums the slow flame, eternal — but unseen'; 
Which not the darkness of despair can damp, 

Though vain its ray as it had never beeuw 
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3. 
''Remember me— Oh! pass not thou my grave 

Without one thought whose relics there recline : 
The only pang my bosom dare not brave, 

Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. 

4. 
''My fondest — faintest — latest — accents hear: 

Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprove; SCO 

Then give me all I ever asked — a tear, 

The first — last — sole revrard of so much love!'' 

He passed the portal— crossed the corridore, 
And reached the chamber as the strain gave o'er : 
^ My own Medora ! sure thy song is sad — '' 

^ Id Conrad's absence wouldst thou have it glad I 
'' Without thine ear to listen to my lay, 
'^ Still must my song my thoughts, my soul betray : 
'^ Still must each accent to my bosom suit, 
^ My heart unhushed — ^although my lips were mute! 370 
" Oh! many a night on this lone couch reclined, 
^ My dreamily fear. with storms hath winged the wind, 

c2 
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^* And deemed the breath that faintly fanned thy sail 
'' The murmuriog prelude of the ruder gale; 
'' lliough soft, it seemed the low prophetic diige^ 
*' That mourned thee floating on the savage surge 
** Still would I rise to rouse the beacon fire, 
'' Lest spies less true should let the blaze expire ; 
*' And many a restless hour oiitwatched each star, 
** And morning came — and still thou wert afar. 380 

** Oh ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew, 
** And day broke dreary on my troubled view, 
'^ And still I gazed and gazed— and not a prow 
" Was granted to my tears — my truth — my vow! 
" At length — 'twas noon — I hailed and blest die mast 
*' That met my sight — ^it neared — Alas! it past! 
** Another came — Oh God! 'twas thine at last! 
Would that those days were over! wilt thou ne^er, 
My Conrad! learn the joys of peace to share? 
'' Sure thou hast more than wealth ; and many a home 
** As bright as this invites us not to roam : S9l 

** Thou know'st it is not peril that I fear, 
** I only tremble when thou art not here ; 
'^ Then not for mine, but that far dearer life, 
** Which flies from love and languishes for strife— 
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'* How strange that heart, to mc so tender still, 
^^ Should war with nature and its better will !'' 

" Yea, strange indeed — that heart hath long been changed ; 

" Worm-like 'twas trampled — adder-like avenged, 

" Without one hope on earth beyond thy love, 400 

" And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 

*' Yet the same feeling which thou dost condemn, 

*^ My very love to thee is hate to them, 

^ So closely mingling here, that disentwined, 

" I cease to love thee when I love mankind : 

^ Yet dread not this — the proof of all the past 

** Assures the future that my love will last; 

" But — Oh, Medora ! nerve thy gentler heart, 

" This hour again — ^but not for long — we part.** 

** This hour we part! — my heart foreboded this : 410 

'' Thus ever fade my fairy dreams of bliss. 

" This hour — it cannot be — this hour away ! 

''Yon bark hath hardly anchored in the bay: 

** Her consort still is absent, and her crew 

" Have need of rest before they toil anew ; 
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^' My love! thou mock'st mj weakness; and would'tt steel 
^ My breast before the time when it must feel; 
** But trifle now no more with my distress, 
.^ Snch mirth hath less of play than bitterness* 
^^ Be silent, Conrad l-^dearest! come and share 420 

^ The feast these hands delighted to prepare ; 
'^ Light toil! to cull and dress thy frugal fare! 
^ Sec, I have plucked the fruit that promised best, ' 
^' And where not sure, perplexed, but pleased, I guessed 
** At such as seemed the fairest : thrice the hill 
^* My steps have wound to try the coolest rill; 
" Yes! thy Sherbet to-night will sweetly flow, 
'' See how it sparkles in its vase of snow! 
'' The grapes' gay juice thy bosom never cheers ; 
^' Tliou more than Moslem when the cup appears: 430 
'' Think not I mean to chide — for I rejoice 
** What others deem a penance is thy choice. 
'^ But come, tlie board is spread ; our silver lamp 
'' Is trimmed, and heeds not the Sirocco's damp : 
" T1ien shall my handmaids w^ile the time along, 
*^ And join with me the dance, or wake the song; 
'* Or my guitar, which still thou lov'st to hear, 
*' Shall soothe or luU — or, should it vex thiue ear, 
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" We'll turn the tale, by Ariosto told, 

" Of fair Olympia loved and left of old. ' 44-0 

** Why— thou wert worse tlian he who broke his vow 

" To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now ; 

'' Or even that traitor chief — I've seen thee smile, 

'' When the clear sky showed Ariadne's Isle, 

''^'Hiich I have pointed from these cliffs the while : 

** And thus, half sportive half in fear, I said, 

*' Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than dread, 

^ Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main : 

" And he deceived me — for — he came again !'* 

" Again — again — and oft again — my love! 450 

** If there be life below, and hope above, 

** He will retiuB — but now, the moments bring 

** The time of parting with redoubled wing : 

" The why — the where — what boots it now to tell ? 

'^ Since all must end in that wild word — farewell! 

" Yet would I fain— -did time allow — disclose — 

'' Fear not — these are no formidable foes; 

'* And here shall watch a more than wonted guard, 

** For sudden siege and long defence prepared : 



2i THE CORSAIR. Cunlo L 

** Nor be tliou lonely — though thy lord's away, 460 

** Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay ; 

'' And this thy comfort — that, when next we meet, 

'' Security shall make repose more sweet : 

'* List! — 'tis the bugle — Juan shrilly blew — 

" One kiss — one more — another — Oh! Adieu !" 

She rose — she sprung — ^she clung to his embrace, 

Till his heart heaved beneath her hidden face. 

He dared not raise to his that deep-blue eye, 

That downcast drooped in tearless agony. 

Her long fair hair lay floating o'er his arms, 470 

In all the wildness of dishevelled charms ; 

Scarce beat that bosom where his image dwelt 

So full — that feeling seemed almost unfelt ! 

Hark — peals the thunder of the signal-gun ! 

It told 'twas sunset— and he cursed that sun. 

Again — again — that form he madly pressed, 

IVhich mutely clasped, imploringly caressed ! 

And tottering to the couch his bride he bore. 

One moment gazed — as if to gaze no more ; 

Felt — that for him earth held but her alone, /^O 

Kissed her cold forehead — turned — ^is Conrad gone? 
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XV. 

'' And is he gone ?" — od sudden solitude 

How oft that fearful question will intrude i 

" Twas but an instant past — and here he stood ! 

" And now" — without the portal's porch she rushed, 

And then at length her tears in freedom gushed ; 

Big — bright — and fast, unknown to her they fell ; 

But still her lips refused to send — " Farewell !" 

For in that word — that fatal word — ^howe'er 

We promise — ^hope — believe — there breathes despair. 

O'er every feature of that still, pale face, 49 1 

Had sorrow fixed what time can ne'er erase : 

The tender blue of that large loving eye 

Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy. 

Till — Oh, how far ! — it caught a glimpse of him, 

And then it flowed — and phrenzied seemed to swim 

Through those long, dark, and glistening lashes dewed 

With drops of sadness oft to be renewed. 

^ He's gone !" — against her heart that hand is driven^ 

Convulsed and quick — then gently raised to heaven ; 500 

She looked and saw the heaving of the main ; 

The white sail set— she dared not look again ; 
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But turned with sickening soul within the gat 
** It is no dream — aud I am desolate V* 



XVI. 
From crag to crag descending — ^swiftly sped 
Stern Conrad down, nor once he turned his head ; 
But shrunk whene'er the windings of his way 
Forced on his eye what he would not survey, 
Hb lone, but lovely dwelling on the steep. 
That hailed him first when homeward from the deep : 
And she — the dim and melancholy star, 5 1 1 

Whose ray of beauty reached him from afar. 
On her he must not gaze, he must not diink, 
There he might rest — but on Destruction's brink : 
Yet once almost he stopped — and nearly gave 
His fate to chance, his projects to die wave ; 
But no— it must not be — a worthy chief 
May melt, but not betray to woman's grief. 
He sees his bark, he notes how fair the wind. 
And stenily gathers all his might of mind: 520 

Again he hurries on — and as he hears 
The clang of tumult vibrate on his ears. 
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The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore, 

The shout, the signal, and the dashing oar ; 

As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast, 

The anchor's rise, the sails unfurling fast, 

The waving kerchiefs of the crowd that urge 

That mute adieu to those who stem the surge; 

And more than all, his blood-red flag aloft. 

He marvelled how his heart could seem so soft. 530 

Fire in his glance, and wildness in his breast. 

He feels of all his former self possest ; 

He bounds — ^he flies— until his footsteps reach 

The verge where ends the cliff, begins the beach. 

There checks his speed ; but pauses less to breathe 

The breezy freshness of the deep beneadi, 

Than there his wonted statelier step renew ; 

Nor rush, disturbed by haste, to vulgar view : 

For well had Conrad learned to curb the crowd. 

By arts that veil, and oft preserve the proud ; 5iO 

His was the lofty port, the distant mien. 

That seems to shun the sight — and awes if seen : 

The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye. 

That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy; 
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All these he wielded to command assent : 

But where he wished to win, so well unbent, 

That kindness cancelled fear in those whoheir.i. 

And other's gifts shewed mean beside his word. 

When echoed to the heart as from his own 

Hb deep yet tender melody of tone : 550 

But such was foreign to his wonted mood, 

He cared not ^hat he softened, but subdued ; 

The evil passions of hb youth had made 

Him value less who loved— than what obeyed. 

xvn. 

Around him mustering ranged hb ready guard. 
Before him Juan stands — *^ Are all prepared r" 

" They are — nay more — embarked : the latest boat 
" Waits but my chief " 

" My sword, and my capote." 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung^ 
His belt and cloak were o'er his shoulders flung ; 560 

" Call Pedro here T He comes— and Conrad bends. 
With all the courtesy he deigned his friends ; 
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'^ Receive these tablets^ and penise with care, 

** Words of high trust and truth are graven there ; 

'' Doable the guard, and when Anselmo's bark 

*' Arrives, let him alike these orders mark : 

** In three days (serve the breeze) the sun shall shine 

" On our return — till then all peace be thine !" 

This said, his brother Pirate's hand he wrung, 

Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 570 

Flashed the dipt oars, and sparkling with the stroke, 

Around tlie waves' phosphoric- brightness broke; 

They gain the vessel — on the deck he stands; 

Shrieks the shrill whistle — ply the busy hands — 

He marks how well the ship her helm obeys. 

How gallant all her crew — and deigns to praise. 

His ev£s of pride to young Gonsalvo turn — 

Why doth he start, and inly seem to mourn ? 

Alas ! those eyes beheld his rocky tower. 

And live a moment o*er the parting hour ; 580 

Sbe — his Medora— did she mark the prow i 

Ah!, never loved he half so much as now! 

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day — 

Again he mans himself and turns away ; 
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Down to the cabin willi Gonsalvo bends^ 

And there unfolds his plan — ^his means — and ends; 

Before them burns the lamp, and spreads the chart. 

And all that speaks and aids the naval art; 

They to the midnight watch protract debate ; 

To anxious eyes what hour is ever late? 590 

Mean time, the steady breeze serenely blew. 

And fast and Falcon-like the vessel flew ; 

Passed the high headlands of each clustering isle, 

To gain their port — ^long— long ere morning smile: 

And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 

Dbcovers where the Pacha's galleys lay. 

Count they each sail — and mark how there supine 

The lights in vain o'er heedless Moslem shine. 

Secure, unnoted, Conrad's prow passed by. 

And anchored where his ambush meant to lie; COO 

Screened from espial by the jutting cape. 

That rears on high its rude fantastic shape. 

Then rose his band to duty — not from sleep — 

Equipped for deeds alike on land or deep; 

While leaned their leader o'er the fretting flood. 

And calmly talked— -and yet he talked of blood I 

END OF CANTO I. 
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CANTO 11. 



<< ConoMMte i dobioti detiri>" 

Dastk. 



I. 

In Coron's bay floats many a Galley light, 

Through Coron's lattices the lamps are bright, 

For Seyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night : 

A feast for promised triumph yet to come, 6.10 

When he shall drag the fettered Rovers home; 

This hath he sworn by Alia and his sword, 

And faithful to his firman and his word, 

His summoned prows collect along the coast. 

And great the gathering crews, and loud the boast ; 

Already shared the captives and the prize. 

Though far the distant foe they thus despise ; 
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'TJ8 but to sail — no doubt to-morrow's Sun 

Will see the Pirates bound — their haven won ! 

Mean time the watch may slumber, if they will, €20 

Nor only wake to war, but dreaming kill. 

Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek 

To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ; 

How well such deed becomes the turbaned brave — 

To bare the sabre's edge before a slave ! 

Infest his dwelling — but forbear to slay, 

Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day. 

And do not deign to smite because they may ! 

Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow, 

To keep in practice for the coming foe, 630 

Revel and rout the evening hours beguile. 

And they who wish to wear a head must smile; 

For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer, 

And hoard their curses, till the coast is clean 



11. 

High in his hall reclines the turbaned Seyd; 
Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the last pilaff — 
Forbidden drailghts, ^tis said, he dared to quaff, 
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lliODgfa to the rest the sober berry's juice, ^ 

Hie slaves bear round for rigid Moslem's use ; 640 

The loog Chibouque's^ dissolving cloud supplyi 

While dance the Almas ^ to wild minstrelsy. 

The rising mom will view the chiefs embark ; 

But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark : 

And revellers may more securely sleep 

On silken couch than o*er the rugged deep ; 

Feast there who can — ^nor combat till they must. 

And less to conquest than to Kdrans trust ; 

And yet die numbers crowded in his host 

M%ht warrant more than even the Pacha's boast. 650 

III. 
Widi cautious reverence from the outer gmte, 
Slow stalks the slave, whose office there to wait. 
Bows his bent head — his hand salutes the floor^ 
Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore : 
** A capdve Dervise, from the pirate's nest 
'^ Escaped, is here— -himself would tell the rest. 
He took die sign from Seyd's assenting eye^ 
And led the holy man in silence nigh. 
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His arms were folded on his dark-green Test^ 

His step was feeble, and his look deprest ; 660 

Yet worn he seemed of hardship more than years. 

And pale his cheek with penance, not from fears. 

Vowed to his God — his sable locks he wore, 

And these his lofty cap rose proudly o'er: 

Around his form his loose long robe was thrown. 

And wrapt a breast bestowed on heaven alone ; 

Submissive, yet with self-possession manned. 

He cahnly met the curious eyes that scanned ; 

And question of his coming hia would seek, 

Before the Pacha's will allowed to speak* G70 

IV. 

'^ Whence com'st thou, Dervise i^ 

** From the outlaw's den, 
" A fugitive — ^ 

** Thy capture where and when ?^ 
<' From Scalanova*s port to Scio's isle, 
'^ The Saick was bound; but Alia did not smile 
** Upon our course — the Moslem merchant's gains 
'' The Rovers won : our limbs have worn their chains. 
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** I had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast, 

*' Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost; 

^ At length a fisher's humble boat by night 

" Afforded hope, and offered chance of flight : 680 

" I seized the hour, and find my safety here — 

^ With thee — most mighty Pacha ! who can fear ?^ 

^ How speed the outlaws i stand they well prepared, 
'' Tlieir plundered wealth, and robber's rock, to guard i 
" Dream they of this our preparation, doomed 
** To view widi fire their scorpion nest consumed ?" 

" Pacha! the fettered captive's mourning eye 

" That weeps for flight, but ill can play the spy ; 

** I only heard the reckless waters roar, 

^ Those waves that would not bear me from the shore; 

** I only marked the glorious sun and sky, 691 

" Too bright — too blue — for my captivity ; 

" And felt — that all which Freedom's bosom cheers 

" Most break my chain before it dried my tears. 

" This may'st thou judge, at least, from my escape, 

" Tliey little deem of aught in peril's shape ; 

B 2 
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** Else vainly had I prayed or sought the chance 

'' That leads me here — if eyed with vigilance : 

'^ Hie careless guard that did not see me fly, 

'' May watch as idly when thy power is nigh : 700 

'' Pacha ! — ^my limbs are faint — and nature craves 

'' Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves ; 

" Permit my absence — peace be with thee ! Peace 

" With att around ! — now grant repose — release/' 

'^ Stay, Dervise ! I have more to questions-stay, 

" I do command thee — sit — dost hear? — obey! 

*^ More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring; 

*' Thou shalt not pme where all are banqueting: 

'' The supper done— prepare thee to reply, 

" Clearly and full — I love not mystery." 710 

'Twere vain to guess what shook the pious man. 
Who looked not lovingly on that Divan ; 
Nor showed high relish for the banquet prest. 
And less respect for every fellow guest. 
Twas but a moment's peevish hectic past 
Along his cheek, and tranquillized as fast: 



If 
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He sate him dowo in silence, and his look 

Besomed the calmness which before forsook : 

The feast was ushered in — ^but sumptuous fare 

He shunned as if some poison mingled there. 720 

For one so long condemned to toil and fast, 

Methinks he strangely spares the rich repast 

What ails thee, Dervise ? eat — dost thou suppose 
^ This feast a Christian's ? or my friends thy foes i 
" Why dost thou shun the salt i that sacred pledge, 
*^ Which, once partaken, blunts the sabre's edge, 
** Makes even contending tribes in peace unite, 
" And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight!'' 

*^ Salt seasons dainties — and my food is still 

" The humblest root, my drink the simplest rill ; 730 

''And my stem vow and order^s^ laws oppose 

'' To break or mingle bread with friends or foes ; 

** It may seem strange— if there be aught to dread, 

'' That peril rests upon my single head ; 

'' But for thy sway — nay more — thy Sultan's throne, 

" I taste nor bread nor banquet — save alone ; 
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** Infringed our order^s rule, the IVopbet's rage 
'' To Mecca's dome might bar my {nlgrimage.'* 

'' Well— as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art — 
'' One question answer; then in peace depart. 
** How many? — Ha! it cannot sure be day ? 
^* What star — what sun is bursting on the bay ? 
** It shines a lake of fire !— «way — away ! 
''Ho! treachery! my guards! my scimitar! 
'' The galleys feed the flames — and I afar I 
'' Accursed Dervise ! — these thy tidings — tfaoo 
'' Some villain spy— seize— cleave him — slay him 
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Up rose the Dervise with that burst of light. 
Nor less his change of form appalled the sight: 
Up rose that Dervise— not in saintly garb, 
But like a warrior bounding on hb barb, 
Dashed his high cap, and tore his robe away — 
Shone his mailed breast, and flashed his sabre's ray! 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume, 
More glittering eye, and black brow's sabler gloom, 
Glared on the Moslems' eyes some Afrit sprite. 
Whose demon death-blow left no hope for fight* 



750 
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Tbe wild confusioD, and die swardiy glow 

Of flames oo highy and torches from below ; 

Tbe shriek of terror, and the mingling yell — 760 

For swords b^an to clash, and shouts to swell, 

Phmg o*er that spot of earth the air of hell ! 

Distracted, to and fro, the flyii% slaves 

Bdiold but bloody shore and fiery waves ; 

Nought heeded they the Pacha's angry cry, 

I%gf seize that Dervise ! — seize on Zatanai !'' 

He saw their terror— checked the first despair 

Tluit urged him but to stand and perish there. 

Since far too early and too well obeyed. 

The flame was kindled ere the signal made ; 770 

He saw their terror — ^from his baldric drew 

His bugle— brief the blast— but shrilly blew, 

*Tis answered — '* Well ye speed, my gaUant crew! 

" Why did I doubt their quickness of career ? 

^ And deem design had left me smgle here V 

Sweeps his long arm — that sabre's whirling sway. 

Sheds fast atonement for its first delay; 

Completes his fury, what their fear begun. 

And makes the many basely quail to one. 
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The cloven turbans o'er the chamber spread, 780 

And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its head : 

Even Seyd, convulsed, o'erwhelmed with rage, surprize. 

Retreats before him, though- he still defies. 

No craven he — and yet he dreads the blow^ 

So much Confusion magnifies his foe ! 

His blazing galleys still distract his sight, 

He tore his beard, and foaming fled the fight ;^ 

For now the pirates passed the Haram gate. 

And burst widiin — and it were death to wait ; 

Where wild Amazement shrieking — kneeling — throws 

The sword aside — in vain — the blood o'erflows ! 791 

The Corsairs pouring, haste to where within. 

Invited Conrad's bugle, and the din 

Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life. 

Proclaimed how well he did the work of strife. 

They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 

A glutted tyger mangling in his lair ! 

But short their greeting — shorter his reply — 

'' 'Tis well — but Seyd escapes — and he must die. 
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^ Much hath been done — but more remains to do— 800 
** Their galleys blaze — ^why not their city too T 

V. 
Quick at the word — they seized him each a torch. 
And fire the dome from minaret to porch. 
A stem delight was fixed in Conrad's eye, 
But sudden sunk — ^for on his ear the cry 
Of women struck, and like a deadly knell 
Knocked at that heart unmoved by battle's yell. 
'' Oh ! burst the Haram — ^wrong not on your lives 
" One female form — ^remember — we have wives. 
^' On them such outrage Vengeance will repay ; 810 

'* Man is our foe^ and such *tis ours to slay : 
** But still we spared— "must spare the weaker prey. 
** Oh ! I forgot — but Heaven will not forgive 
** If at my word the helpless cease to live ; 
'* Follow who will — I go — we yet have time 
'' Our souls to lighten of at least a crime.'' 
He climbs the crackling stair— he bursts the door, 
Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor; 
His breath choaked gasping with the volumed smoke, 
But still from room to room liis wav he broke. 820 
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They leardi — they find— they save: with lutty anns 

Each bears a prize of unregarded charms ; 

Calm their loud fears ; sustain their sbking frames 

With all the care defenceless beauty claims : 

So well could Conrad tame their fi^'ccst mood, 

And check the very hands with gore imbrued. 

But who is she ? whom Conrad's arms convey 

From reeking pile and combat's wreck— away^-^ 

Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed i 

The Haram queen— but still the slave of Seyd ! 830 

VI. 

Brief time had Conrad now to greet Gnlnare', 

Few words to reassure the trembling fair ; 

For in that pause compassion snatched from war, 

Tlie foe before retiring, fast and hr, 

With wonder saw their footsteps unpursued. 

First slowlier fled — then rallied — then withstood. 

This Seyd perceives, then first perceives how few, 

Compared with his, the Corsair's roving crew, 

And blushes o'er his error, as he eyes 

The ruin vnt>ught by panic and surprize. 840 
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Allm il Alia ! Veogeuice swells the cry — 

Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die! 

And flame for flame and blood for blood must tell. 

The tide of triumph ebbs that flowed too well — 

When wrath returns to renovated strife. 

And diose who fought for conquest strike for life* 

Conrad beheld the danger — he beheld 

His followers faint by freshening foes repelled : 

'' One effort — one — ^to break the circling host!'* 

They form — unite— charge— waver — all is lost! 850 

l¥ilhin a narrower ring compressed, beset, 

Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet — 

Ah ! now they fight in firmest file no more. 

Hemmed in — cut off— cleft down— and trampled o'er; 

But each strikes singly, silently, and home. 

And sinks outwearied ratlier than overcome, 

His last faint quittance rendering with his breafli. 

Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death ! 

VII. 
But first, ere came the rallying ho^t to blows, 
And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose, 8G0 
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Gulnare and all her Haram handmaids freed, 

Safe in the dome of one who held their creed, 

By Conrad's mandate safely were bestowed. 

And dried those tears for life and fame that flowed : 

And when that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 

Recalled those thoughts late wandering in despair. 

Much did she mar\'el o'er the courtesy 

That smoothed his accents, softened in his eye : 

Twas strange — that robber thus with gore bedewed. 

Seemed gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 810 

The Pacha wooed as if he deemed the slave 

Must seem delighted with the heart he gave ; 

The Corsair vowed protection, soothed affiight. 

As if his homage were a woman's right. 

" The wish is wrong — ^nay worse for female — vain : 

'' Yet much I long to view that chief again ; 

'' If but to thank for, what my fear forgot, 

" The life — my loving lord remembered not !" 

VIII. 

And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread. 

But gathered breathing from the happier dead ; 880 
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Far from bis band, and battling with a host 

That deem right dearly won the field he lost. 

Felled — ^bleeding — baffled of the death he sought, 

And snatched to expiate all the ills he wrought ; 

Preserved to linger and to live in vain, 

While Vengeance pondered o'er new plans of pain. 

And staunched the blood she saves to shed again — 

But drop by drop, for Seyd's unglutted eye 

Would doom him ever dying — ne'er to die ! 

Can this be he ? triumphant late she saw, 890 

When his red hand's wild gesture waved, a law! 

Tis he indeed— <lisarmed but undeprest. 

His sole regret the life he still possest ; 

His wounds too slight, though taken with that will, 

Which would have kissed the hand that then could kill. 

Oh were there none, of all the many given. 

To send his soul — he scarcely asked to heaven I 

Must he alone of all retain Us breath. 

Who more than all had striven and struck for deadi? 

He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel, 900 

When thus reversed on faiddess fortune's wheel, 
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For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 

Of lingering tortures to repay the debt 

He deeplj, darkly felt ; but evil pride 

That led to perpetrate — now serves to hide. 

Still in his stem and self-collected mien 

A conqueror's more than captive's air is seen, 

Though faint widi wasting toil and stiffening wound. 

But few that saw — ^so calmly gazed around : 

Though the far shouting of die distant crowd, 910 

Their tremors o'er, rose insolently loud. 

The better warriors who beheld him near, 

Insulted not the foe who taught them fear ; 

And die grim guards that to his durance led. 

In silence eyed him with a secret dread. 

IX. 
The Leech was sent — but not in mercy — there 
To note how much the life yet left could bear ; 
He found enough to load widi heaviest chain. 
And promise feelii^ for the wrench of pain : 
To-morrow — yea — to-nciorrow's evemng mm 990 

Will sinking see impalement's pangs begun, 
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Aiid rising with the wonted blush of mora 

Behold how well or ill those ptngs are bonie. 

Of torments this the longest and the worst, 

Which adds all odier agony to thirst. 

That day by day death still forbears to skke, 

While fiunisbed vultures flit around the stake. 

** Oh! water — water !**-— smiling Hate denies 

The victim's prayer— for if he drinks — he dies. 

This was his doom: — the Leech, the guard were gone, 

And left proud Conrad fettered and alone^ 931 

X. 

Twere vain to paint to what his feelings grew — 

It even were doubtful if dieir victim knew. 

Thoe is a war, a chaos of the mind. 

When all its elements convulsed—combined— 

lie dark and jailing with perturbed force. 

And gnashing with impenitent Remorse; 

That juggling fiend— who never spake before—- 

But cries, ^ I virarned thee!" when the deed b o'er. 

Vain voice ! the spirit burning but unbent^ 940 

May writhe«^reb4— die weak alone repent ! 
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Even in that loDelj hour when most it feels. 

And, to itself, all — all that self reveals. 

No single passion, and no ruling thought 

That leaves the rest as once unseen, unsought ; 

But the %' ild prospect when the soul reviews — 

All rushing through their thousand avenues. 

Ambition's dreams expiring, love*s regret. 

Endangered glory, life itself beset; 

The joy untasted, the contempt or hate 950 

'Gainst those who fain would triumph in our fate ; 

The hopeless past, the hasting future driven 

Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven ; 

Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remembered not 

So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot ; 

Things light or lovely in their acted time. 

But now to stem reflection each a crime; 

The withering sense of evil unrevealed. 

Not cankering less because the more concealed — 

All, in a word, from which all eyes must start, 960 

That opening sepulchre — the naked heart 

Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake, 

To snatch the mirror from the soul — and break. 
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Aj — ^Pride can veil, and courage brave it all. 

All — all — ^before— beyond — the deadliest falK 

£ach hath some fear, and he who least betrays, 

The only hypocrite deserving praise : 

Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies ; 

But he who looks on death — and silent dies. 

So steeled by pondering o*er his far career, 970 

He halfway meets him should he menace near ! 

XL 
In the high chamber of his highest tower, 
Sate Conrad, fettered in the Pacha's power. 
His palace perished in the flame — this fort 
Contained at once his captive and his court. 
Not much could Conrad of his sentence blame. 
His foe, if vanquished, had but shared the same :-— 
Alone he sate — in solitude had scanned 
His guilty bosom, but that breast he manned : 
One thought alone he could not — dared not meet. 980 
** Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet?*' 
Then — only then — ^his clanking hands he raised, 
Aud strained with rage the chain on which he gazed \ 

J? 
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But soon he found — or feigned— or dreamed relief^ 
And smiled in self-derision of his grief, 
'' And now come torture when it will — or may, 
" More need of rest to nerve me for the day T^ 
This said, with languor to his mat he crept, 
And, whatsoe'er his visions, quickly slept. 

Twas hardly midnight when that fray begun, 990 

For Conrad's plans matured, at once were done; 
And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time, 
She scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 
One hour beheld him since the tide he stemmed — 
Disguised — dbcovcred — conquering — ta'en— condemned^ 
A chief on land — an outlaw on the deep- 
Destroying — saving — prisoned — and asleep } 

XII. 
He slept in calmest seeming — for his breath 
Was hushed so deep — Ah ! happy if in death ! 
He slept — Who o*er his placid slumber bends i 1000 

His foes are gone — and here he hath no friends ; 
Is it some seraph sent to grant him grace i 
No, 'tis an earthly form with heavenly face ! 
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Its white arm raised a lamp^^yet gently hid. 
Lest the ray flash abruptly on t'le lid 
Of that closed eye, which opens but to pain. 
And once unclosed — but once may close again. 
That form, wiih eye so dark, and cheek .so fair. 
And auburn waves of gemmed and braided hair; 
With shape of fairy lightness — naked foot, 1010 

That shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute — 
Through guards and dunnest night how came it there? 
Ah ! rather ask what will not woman dare ? 
Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnare! 
She could not sleep — and while the Pacha's rest 
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest, 
She left his side — his signet ring she bore. 
Which oft in sport adorned her hand before-— 
And with it, scarcely questioned, won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must that sign obey. 1020 
Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows, 
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose; 
And chill and nodding at the turret door, 
They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more : 
Just raised their heads to hail the signet-ring, 
Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring. 
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XIII. 
She gazed in wonder, ^' Can he calmly sleep, 
** While other eyes his fall or ravage weep ? 
** And mine in restlessness are wandering here — 
^* What sudden spell hath made this man so dear ? ]0"0 
** True — ^'tis to him my life, and more, I owe, 
** And me and mine he spared from worse than woe: 
'' Tis late to think — but soft — his slumber breaks — 
'' How heavily he sighs !— he starts — awakes !" 



He raised his head — and dazzled with die light. 

His eye seemed dubious if it saw aright : 

He moved hu hand — the grating of his chain 

Too harshly told him that he lived again. 

'' What is that form i if not a shape of air, 

*' Methinks, my jailor's face shows wond'rous fair?" 1040 

*' Pirate ! thou know'st me not — but I am one, 

'^ Grateful for deeds thou hast too rarely done ; 

'^ Look on me — ^and remember her, thy hand 

*' Snatched from the flames, and thy more fearful baud. 
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^ I come throngh darkness — and I scarce know why-* 
'' Yet not to hart— I would not see thee die." 

^ If so, kind lad j ! thine the only eye 

^' That would not here in that gay hope delight : 

" Thdrs is the chance — and let them use their right. 

^ But still I thank their courtesy or thiue^ 1050 

^ Tluit would confess me at so fair a shrine !" 

Strange diough it seem — ^yet with extremest grief 

la finked a mirth—it doth not bring relief — 

That playfulness of Sorrow ne'er beguiles. 

And smiles in bitterness — ^but still it smiles ; 

And sometimes with the wisest and the best, 

Till eren the scaffold'^ echoes with their jest ! 

Yet not die joy to which it seems akin — 

It may deceive all hearts, save that within. 

What^er it was that flashed on Conrad, now 1060 

A laughing wildness half unbent his brow : 

And these his accents had a sound of mirth. 

As if the last he could enjoy on earth ; 
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Yet 'gainst his nature — for through that short life. 
Few thoughts had he to spare from gloom and strife* 

XIV. 
** Corsair! thy doom is named — but I have power 
'' To soothe the Pacha in his weaker hour. 
'' Tliei' would i spare — nay more— -would save thee now, 
'^ But this-^time — hope — nor even thy strength allow ; 
** But all 1 can, I will : at least, delay 1070 

** The sentence that remits thee scarce a day. 
** More now were ruin — even thyself were loth 
*^ The vain attempt should bring but doom to both.* 

*' Yes ! — loth indeed : — my soul is nerved to all^ 

'' Or fall'n too low to fear a further fall : 

" Tempt not thyself with peril ; me with hope, 

^ Of flight from foes with whom I could not cope ; 

^ Unflt to vanquish — shall 1 meanly fly, 

'' The one of all my band that would not die? 

*^ Yet there is one — to whom my memory clings, 1080 

^ Till to these eyes her own wild softndss springs. 
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^ My 8oIe resources in the path I trod 
** Were these — my bark — niy sword — my love — ^my God ! 
* The last I left in youth — he leaves me now — 
*^ And Man but works his will to lay me low. 
^ I have DO thought to mock his throne with prayer 
^ Wrung from the coward crouching of despair ; 
" It is enough — I breathe — and I can bear. 
*^ My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 
** That might have better kept so true a brand; lOQO 

** My bark is sunk or captive — but my love — 
** For her in sooth my voice would mount above: 
'' Oh ! she is all that still to earth can bind — 
^ And this will break a heart so more than kind, 
^ And blight a form — till thine appeared, Guhiare ! 
Mine eye ne'er asked if others were as fair ?*' 
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*' Thou lov'st another then ? — but what to me 

'* Is this — ^'tis nothing — nothing e'er can be : 

*' But yet — ^thou lov'st — and — Oh ! I envy those 

'' Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose, 1100 

*' Who never feel the void — the wandering thought 

^ That sighs o'er visions — such as mine hath wrought." 
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M Lady — methought thj love was his, for whom 
^ This arm redeemed tbee from a fieiy tomb.** 

" My love stem Seyd's ! Oh — No — No— not my love— 

** Yet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove 

*' To meet his pasaon — but it would not be. 

'* I felt — I feel — love dwells with — with the free. 

^' I am a slave, a favoured slave at best, 

'^ To share his splendour, and seem very blest ! 1110 

** Oft must my soul the question undergo, 

** Of*-' Dost thou love?' and bum to answer ' No!' 

^ Oh ! bard it is that fondness to sustam, 

^ And struggle not to feel averse in vain ; 

*' But harder still the heart's recoil to bear, 

** And hide from one — perhaps another there. 

** He takes the hand I give not— nor withhold — 

'* Its puke nor checked — nor quickened-— <:almly cold : 

'' And when resigned, it drops a lifeless weight 

'* From one I never loved enough to hate. 1120 

** No warmth these lips return by his imprest, 
^' And chilled remembrance shudders o'er the rest. 
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'* Yes — had I ever proved that passion's zeal, 

'' The change to hatred were at least to feel : 

" But still — he goes unmoumed — returns unsought- — 

^ And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

'' Or when reflection comes, and come it must— 

'' I fear diat henceforth 'twill but bring disgust^* 

'^ I am his slave — but, in despite of pride, 

'' Twere worse than bondage to become his bride. 1130 

^ Oh ! that this dotage of his breast would cease ! 

^* Or seek another and give mine release, 

'* But yesterday — I could have said, to peace ! 

** Yes — if unwonted fondness now I feign. 

Remember — captive ! 'tis to break thy chain. 

Repay the life that to thy hand I owe ; 
*' To give thee back to all endeared below, 
^' Who share such love as I can never know. 
** Farewell — mom breaks?— and I must now away : 
''Twill cost me dear— but dread no death to-day 1"* 1 140 

XV. 

She pressed his fettered fingers to her bear^ 
And bowed her head^ and turned herjo depart, 
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And DoiBelesa as a lovely dream is gone. 

And was sbe here ? and is he now alone i 

What gem hath dropped and sparkles o'er his chain ? 

The tear most sacred, shed for other^s pain. 

That starts at once — bright — ^pure — from Pity's mine, 

Already polished by the hand divine! 

Oh ! too convincing — dangerously dear — 

In woman's eye the unanswerable tear ! 1 150 

That weapon of her weakness she can wield. 

To save, subdue — at once her spear and shield : 

Avoid it — Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs, 

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers ! 

What tost a world, and made a hero fly ? 

The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. 

Yet be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven. 

By this — ^how many lose not earth — but heaven ! 

Consign their souls to man's eternal foe, 

And seal their own to spare some wanton's woe ! 1 150 

■ 

XVI. 
Tis morn — and o'er his altered features play 

A 


The beams — ^without the hope of yesterday. . 



Om/o IL THE CORSAIR. 59 

What shall he be ere niglit? peroliance a diing 
O'er wfiirh the raven flaps her funeral «\ing: 
By hi^ eld ed e^e unheeded and unfelt, 
Wbil< sets that «<un, and dews of evening melt. 
Chill — wet — and misty round each stiffened limb. 
Refreshing earth — reviving all but him!^* 



END OF CANTO II. 



THE CORSAIR. 



CANTO III. 



'' Com* fwli^Aiioor non n'abbtndoDa.'* 

Dantk. 



I. 

Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run. 

Along Morea's hills the setting sun ; 

Not, as in Northern climes, obscurely briglit, 

But one unclouded blaze of living light ! 

CXer the hushed deep the yellow beam he throws^ 

Gilds tbe green wave, that trembles as it glows. 

On old iEgina's rock, and Idra's isle, 

The god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 

O^sr his own regions lingering, loves to shine. 

Though there his altars are no more divine. 



1170 
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Descending fast the mountiiin shadows kiss 
Thy glorious gnlph, unconqucred Salamis! 1180 

Their azure urrlics through tlie long expanse 
More deeply purpled mcrt his mellowing glance. 
And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 
Mark his gay course and own the hues of heaven; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep. 
Behind his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast. 

When — Athens ! here tliy Wisest looked his last. 

How watched thy better sons his farewell ray. 

That closed their murdered sage's'* latest day! 1190 

Not yet — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill— 

The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 

But sad his light to agonizing eyes, 

And dark the mountain's once delightful dyes: 

Gloom o'er the lovely land he seemed to pour, 

The land where Phccbus never frowned before. 

But ere he sunk below Cithseron's head, 

The cup of woe was quaffed — the spirit fled ; 
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The soul of him who scoraed to fear or fly — 

Who liTed and died, as none can live or die! 1200 

Bat lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain. 

The qneen of night asserts her silent reign.** 

No murky vapour, herald of the storm. 

Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowing form ; 

With cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play, 

There the white column greets her grateful ray, 

And, bright around with quivering beams beset. 

Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret : 

The groves of olive scattered dark and wide 

Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide, 1210 

The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque. 

The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk, *^ 

And, dun and sombre 'mid the holy calm. 

Near Theseus' fane yon solitary palm, 

All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye — 
And dull were his that passed them heedless by. 

Again the lEgean, heard no more afar. 
Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war ^ 
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Again his waves in milder tints unfold 

Tlieir long array of sapphire and of gold, 1220 

Mixt with the shades of many a distant isle, 

That frown — where gentler ocean seems to smile. ^ 

II. 

Not now my theme — ^why turn my thoughts 4o thc^? 
Oh ! who can look along thy native sea. 
Nor dwell upon thy name, whatever the tale, 
So much its magic must o'er all prevail i 
Who that beheld that Sun upon thee set, 
Fair Athens ! could thine evening face fi)rget ? 
Not he — whose heart nor time nor distance frees, 
Spell-bound within the clustering Cyclades ! 1250 

Nor seems this homage foreign to his strain. 
His Corsair^s isle was once thine own domain- 
Would that with freedom it were thine again ! 

IIL 

The Sun hath sunk — and, darker than the night, 
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height — 
Medora's heart — the third day's come and gone — 
With it he comes not — sends not — faithless one ! 
Tlie wind was fair though light ; and storms were none. 
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Latt eve Anselmo'ft bark returned, and yet 
HSi only tidings that they had not met ! 1240 

Though -wild, as now, far different were the tale 
Had Conrad waited for that single sail. 

Hie night-breeze freshens — she that day had past 

In watching all that Hope proclaimed a mast; 

Sadly she sate— on high — Impatience bore 

At last her footsteps to the midnight shore. 

And there she wandered heedless of the ispray 

That dashed her garments oft, and warned away : 

She saw not — felt not this — nor dared depart, 

Nor deemed it cold — her chill was at her heart ; 1 250 

TIU grew such certainty from that suspense — 

His Teiy Sight had shocked from life or sense ! 

It came at last — a sad and shattered boat. 
Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought; 
Scime bleeding — all most wretched — these the few — 
Scarce knew they how escaped — this all they knew. 
In silence, darkling, each appeared to wait 
His fellow's mournful guess at Conrad's fate : 
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Somediing they would have said ; but teemed to fear 
To trust their accents to Medora's ear. I860 

She saw at once, yet sunk not — ^trembled not — 
Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot. 
Within that meek fair form, were feelings high. 
That deemed not till they found their energy. 
While yet was Hope — ^they softened — ^fluttered— -wept — 
All lost — that softness died not — but it slept ; 
And o'er its slumber rose that Strength which said, 
** With nothing left to love — there's nought to dread." 
^Tis more than nature's ; like the burning might 
D^irium gathers from the fever's height. 1870 

** Silent you stand-Htior would I hear you tell 

*' What — speak not — breathe not — ^for I know it well— 

** Yet would I ask — almost my lip denies 

** The — quick your answer — tell me where he lies i*' 

** Lady ! we know not — scarce with life we fled; 

'' But here is one denies that he is dead : 

^ He saw him bound ; and bleeding — but alive.^ 

She heard no further — 'twas in vain to strive — 
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So throbbed each vein — each thought — ^till then withstood; 
Her own dark soal — ^these wordd at once subdued : 
She totters — ^falls — and senseless bad the wave 1281 
Perchance but snatched her from another grave ; 
Bat that with hands though rude, yet weeping eyes^ 
They yield such aid as Pity's haste supplies : 
Dash o*er her deathlike cheek the ocean dew> 
Raise — ^fan — sustain — till life returns anew ; 
Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave 
That fieunting form o'er which they gaze and grieyei ; 
Then seek Anselmo's cavern, to report 
The tale too tedious — when the triumph short 1890 

IV. 

tn that wild cotmcil words waxed warm and strange, 
With thoughts of ransom, rescue, and revenge; 
All, save repose or flight : still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spirit, and forbade despair; 
Whate'er his fate — ^the breasts he formed and led 
Will save him living, or appease him dead. 
Woe to his foes 1 there yet survive a few. 
Whose deeds are daring, us their heart$ are true. 

?2 
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V. 

Within die Haram*s secret chamber sate 

Stem Seydy still pondering o'er his Captive's fate; 

His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell, 1^1 

Now with Gulnare, and now in Conrad's cell; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 

Surveys his brow — would soothe his gloom of mind, 

While many an anxious glance her large dark eye 

Sends in its idle search for sympathy. 

His only bends in seeming o'er his beads, ^ 

But inly views his victim as he bleeds. 

'^ Pacha ! the day is thine ; and on thy crest 

" Sits Triumph — Conrad taken — fall'n the rest ! 1310 

** His doom is fixed — ^he dies : and well his fate 

" Was earned — ^yet much too worthless for thy hate: 

^' Methinks, a short release, for ransom told 

" With all his treasure, not unwisely sold ; 

'' Report speaks largely of his pirate-hoard — 

^* Would that of this my Pacha were the Lord ! 
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^ While baffled, weakened by this fatal fray— 

" Watched — followed— he were then an easier prey ; 

'' Bat once cut off — the remnant of his band 

** Embark their wealth, and seek a safer strand." 1320 

" Gnlnare I— if for each drop of blood a gem 

^ Were offered rich as Stamboul's diadem; 

^ If for each hair of his a massy mine 

^ Of virgin ore should supplicating shine; 

'^ If all our Arab tales divulge or dream 

" Of wealth were here — that gold should not redeem ! 

'* It had not now redeemed a single hour ; 

'' But that I know him fettered, in my power; 

^ And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder stili 

'' On pangs that longest rack, and latest kill.'' 1330 

*' Nay, Seyd ! — I seek not to restrain thy rage, 
** Too justly moved for mercy to assuage ; 
*' My thoughts were only to secure for thee 
** His riches — thus released, he were not free: 
^* Disabled, shorn of half his might and band, 
'* His capture could but wait thy first commuiid/' 
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^* His capture could! — and shall 1 then resign 

** One day to him — ^the wretch already mine i 

" Release my foe! — ^at whose xemonstranoe 7— thine! 

^' Fair suitor ! — to thy virtuous gratitude, \34fli 

^* That thus repays this Giaour^s relenting mood, 

^^ Which thee and thine alone of all could spare^ 

<f No doubt — ^regardless if the prize were fair, 

^' My thanks and praise alike are due — ^now hear ! 

^* I have a counsel for thy gentler ear: 

** I do mistrust thee, woman ! and each word 

** Of thine stamps truth on all Suspicion heard. 

** Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai—* 

-' Say, ^ert thou lingering there with hipi to fly ? 

^' Thou need'st no( answer — thy ponfessioi) apeaks, 

'^ Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks ; 1351 

** Then, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware : 

^* Tis not his life alone may claim suqh care ! 

^ Another word and — ^nay — I need no more. 

^' Accursed was the moment when he bore 

^ Thee from the flames^ which better fiur — ^but — ^nom 

** I then had mourned thee with a lover's woe — 

*' Now 'tis thy lord that warns — deceitful thing ! 

^' Kqow'st thpu that I can qlip th v wai^ton wing i 
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''In words alone I am not wont to chafe: I860 

"* Look to thyself— nor deem thy falsehood safe !** 

Re rose — and slowly, sternly thence withdrew. 
Rage in his eye and threats in his adieu : 
Ah I little recked that chief of womanhood — 
Which frowns ne*er quelled, nor menaces suhdoed; 
And little deemed he what thy heart, Gulnare ! 
When soft could feel, and when incensed could dare. 
His doubts appeared to wrong — ^nor yet she knew 
How deep the root from whence compassion grew — 
She was a slave — ^from such may captives claim 1370 
A fellow-feeling, differing but in name ; 
Still half unconscious — ^heedless of his wrath. 
Again she ventured on the dangerous path. 
Again his rage repelled — until arose 
That strife of thought, the source of woman's woes I 

VI. 

Meanwhile — long anxious — ^weary — still — ^the same 
Rolled day and night— his soul could terror 
This fearful interval of doubt and dread, 
Whea everv hour mieht doom him worse tt 
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When every step that echoed by the gate, 1300 

Might entering lead where axe and stake await; 

When every voice that grated on his ear 

Might be the last that he could ever hear; 

Could terror tame — ^that spirit stem and high 

Had proved unwilling as unfit to die ; 

*Twas worn — perhaps decayed— yet silent bore 

That conflict deadlier far than all before : 

The heat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 

Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quail ; 

But bound and fixed in fettered solitude, 1J9^ 

To pine, the prey of every changing mood ; 

To gaze on thine own heart ; and meditate 

Irrevocable faults, and coming fate — 

Too late the last to shun — the first to mend — 

To count the hours that struggle to thine end. 

With not a friend to animate, and tell 

To other ears that death became thee well ; 

Around thee foes to forge the ready lie, 

And blot life's latest scene with calumny; 

Before thee tortures, which the soul can dare, 1400 

Yet doubts how well the shrinking flesh may bear; 
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But deeply feels a single cry would shame. 

To valour's praise thy last and dearest claim ; 

The life thou leav'st below, denied above 

By kind monopolists of heavenly love ; 

And more than doubtful paradise — thy heaven 

Of earthly hope — thy loved one from thee riven. 

Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain, 

And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain : 

And those sustained he — boots it well or ill? 1410 

Since not to sink beneath, is something still ! 

VII. 

The first day passed — he saw not her — Gulnare — 

The second — third — and still she came not there ; 

But what her words avouched, her charms had done. 

Or else he had not seen another sun. 

The fourth day rolled along, and with the night 

Came storm and darkness in their mingling might : 

Oh ! how he listened to the rushing deep, 

That ne*er till now so broke upon his sleep ; 

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent, 1420 

Uoos'd by the roar of his own element ! 
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Oft had he ridden on that winged wave. 

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave ; 

And now its dashing echoed on his ear, 

A long Icuown voice — das! too vainly near ^ 

Loud sung the wind above ; and, doubly loud. 

Shook o*er his turret cell the thunder-cloud ; 

And flashed the lightning by the latticed bar. 

To him more genial than the midnight star: 

Close to the glimmering grate he dragged his chain, 

And hoped that peril might not prove in Tain. 1431 

He raised his iron hand to Heaven, and prayed 

One pitying flash to mar the form it made: 

His steel and impious prayer attract alike-— 

The storm rolled onward and disdained to strike; 

Its peal waxed feinter — cejised — he felt alone. 

As if some faithless friend had spurned his groan ! 

vin. 

The midnight passed — and to the massy door 
A light step came — it pau^sed — it moved once more; 
Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen key: 1440 

Ti w as his heart foreboded — that fait she ! 
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Whatever her sins, to him a guardian saint. 
And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint ; 
Yet changed since last within that cell she came. 
More pale her pheek, more tremulous her frame; 
On him she cast her dark and hurried eye. 
Which spoke before b^ accents-r-'^ tbou must die! 
'' Yes, thou must die — tliere is but one resource, 
^* The last-rrthe worst— if torture were not worse.*^ 

'' Lady! ( look to none — ^my lips proclaim 1450 

'' What last proclaimed they — Conrad still the same: 
^* Why should'st thou seek an outlaw's life to spare, 
** And change the. sentence I deserve to bear i 
*' Well have I earned — nor here alone — the meed . 
** Of Seyd's revenge, by many a lawless deed." 



Why should I seek? because — Oh ! didst thou not 
Redeem my life from worse than slavery's lot ? 
Why should I seek ? — ^hath misery made thee blind 
To the fond workings of a woman's mind I 
'' And must I say? albeit my heart rebel 1400 

'^ With all that woman feels, but should not tell-— 
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*^ Because*-*despite thy crimes — that heart is moved : 

'^ It feared thee — ^thanked thee — pitied — maddened — loved. 

'^ Reply not, tell not now thy tale again, 

" Thou lov'st another — and I love in vain; 

'' Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 

'' I rush through peril which she would not dare. 

*' If that thy heart to hers were truly dear, 

" Were I thine own — thou wcrt not lonely here : 

** An outlaw's spouse — and leave her lord to roam! 

'^ What hath such gentle dame to do with home? 1471 

"^But speak not now — o'er thine and o'er my head 

*^ Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ; 

'^ If thou hast courage still, and would'st be free, 

" Receive this poignard — rise — and follow me!** 

" Ay— in my chains ! my steps will gently tread, 
** With these adornments, o'er each slumbering head ! 
" Thou hast forgot — is this a garb for flight ? 
^* Or is that instrument more fit for fight ?'' 

'^ Misdoubting Corsair ! I have gained the guard, 

" Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 1481 
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A single word of mine removes that chain : 
^' Without some aid how here could I remain i 
** Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time, 
'' If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime : 
^ The crime — 'tis none to punish those of Seyd. 
** That hated tyrant, Conrad — he must bleed! 

I see thee shudder — but my soul is changed — 

Wronged spumed — ^reviled — and it shall be avenged— 
'' Accused of what till now my heart disdained— 1490 
'' Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chained. 
" Yes, smile ! — but he had little cause to sneer, 
'' I was not treacherous then — nor thou too dear : 
^ But he has said it — and the jealous well, 
'' Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel. 

Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell. 

I never loved — ^he bought me— ^somewhat high— 
^* Since with me came a heart he could not buy. 
'' I was a slave unmurmuring ; he hath said, 
^ But for his rescue I with thee had fled. 1500 

^' Twas false thou know'st — but let such augurs rtfe, 
^ Their words are omens Insult renders true. 
" Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer; 
^ This fleeting grace was only to prepare 
** New torments for thy life, and my despair. 
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'^ Mine too he threatens ; but his dotage still 

'' Would fain reserve me for his lordly will : 

*' When wearier of these fleeting charms and me, 

" There yawns the sack — and yonder rolls the seal 

^ What, am I then a toy for dotard's play, 1610 

'' To wear but till the gilding frets away? 

^ I saw thee — 'loved the^-owe thee all — ^would save, 

^ If but to shew how grateful is a slave. 

^ But had he not thus menaced fame and life, 

*^ (And well he keeps his oaths pronounced in strife) 

** I still had saved thee-^ut the Pacha spared. 

** Now I am all thine own — for all prepared : 

" Thou loVst me not— nor kno w'st — or but th^ worst. 

'* Alas ! this love— that hatred are the first— ' 

''^Oh ! could'st thou prove my truth, thou would'st not starts 

'' Nor fear the fire that lights an Eastern hearty 1521 

" TTis now the beacon of thy safety — ^now 

^' It points within the port a Mainote prow: 

^ But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 

^ There sleeps— he must not wake — the oppressor Seydl" 

■ - • - * 

«• Qnlnaie*— Gulnare — I never felt till now 
'' My abject fortune, withered fame so low : 
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'^ Seyd is mine enemy: had swept my band 

'' From earth with ruthless but with open hand, 

" And therefore came I^ in my bark of war, 1530 

'^ To smite the smiter with the scimitar; 

'* Such is my weapon — not the secret knife— 

^' Who spares a woman's seeks not slumber's life. 

^' Thine saved I gladly, Lady, not for this — 

^* Let me not deem that mercy shewn amiss. 

'* Now Cure tliee well — ^more peace be with thy bieaitl 

^* Night wears apace — my last of earthly, rest 1'' 

'' Rest! Rest! by sunrise must thy sinews shake, 
^ And thy limbs writhe around the ready stake. 
^ I beard the order — saw — I will not see — 4540 

If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee. 

My life — ^my love — ^my hatred — all below 
^ Are on this cast — Corsair ! 'tis but & blow I 
^* Without it flight were idle — ^how evade . 
^' His sure pursuit ? my wrongs too unrepaid, 
'' My youth disgraced — the long, long wasted years, 
*' One blow shall cancel with our future fedrs ; 

But since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 
** 111 try the firmness of a female hand. 
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*' The guards are gained — one moment all were o'er— 
'' Corsair ! we meet in safety or no more ; 1551 

'* If errs my feeble hand, the morning cloud 
" Will hover o'er thy scaiToldy and my shroud.^ 

IX. 

She turned, and vanished ere he could reply. 
But his glance followed far with eager eye; 
And gathering, as he could, the links that bound 
His form, to curl their length, and curb their sound. 
Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude. 
He, fast as fettered limbs allow, pursued. 
Twas dark and winding, and he knew not where 1560 
That passage led ; nor lamp nor guard were there : 
He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 
Or shun tliat ray so indistinct and weak P 
Chance guides his steps — a freshness seems to bear 
Full on his brow, as if from morning air- 
He reached an open gallery— on his eye 
Gleamed the last star of night, the clearing sky : 
Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 
From a lone chamber struck upon his sight. 
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Towards it lie moved, a scarcely closing door 1570 

Revealed the ray within, but nothing more. 

With hasty step a figure outward past. 

Then paused — and turned — and paused-^'tis She at last 1 

No'poignard in that hand — nor sign of ill— - . 

'' Thanks to that softening heart — she could not kill !" 

Again he looked, the wildness of her eye 

Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. 

She stopped — threw back her dark far-floating hair, 

That nearly veiled her face and bosom fair: 

As if she late had bent her leaning head 1£80 

Above some object of her doubt or dread. 

They meet — upon her brow — unknown— forgot— 

Her hurrying hand had left — ^'twas but a spot — 

Its hue was all he saw, and scarce withstood— 

Oh ! slight but certain pledge of crime — ^'tis blood ! 

X. 

He had seen battle — he had brooded lone 
O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown ; 
He had been tempted— chastened— and the dbain 
Yet on his arms might ever there remain : 

o 
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But ne'er from strife^-captiTi^— 'remorse — 1590 

From all his feelings in their inmost force — ^ 

So thrilled — so shuddered every creeping vein, ^ 

As now they froze before that purple stain. 

That spot of bloody that light but guilty streaky 

Had banished all the beauty irom her cheek ! 

Blood he had viewed— <:ould view unmoved— -but then 

It flowed in combat, or was shed by men ! 

XI. 

*' Tis done— he nearly waked— but it is done. 

'' G)rsair ! he perished — thon art dearly won. 

" All words would now be vain — away— away ! 1600 

'' Our bark is tossing — 'tis already day. 

'' The few gained over, now are wholly mine, 

^ And these thy yet surviving band shall join : 

'^ Anon my voice shall vindicate my hand, 

^ When once our sail forsakes this hated strand." 

XII. 
She clapped her hands — and through the gallery pour. 
Equipped for flight, her vassals — Greek and Moor ; 
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Silent but quick they stoop, his chains unbind; 

Once more his limbs are free as mountain wind ! 

But on his heavy heart such sadness sate, 1610 

As if they there transferred that iron weight. 

No words are uttered — at her sign, a door 

Reveals the secret passage to the shore ; 

The city lies behind — they speed, they reach 

Hie glad waves dancing on the yellow beach ; 

And Conrad following, at her beck, obeyed. 

Nor cared he now if rescued or betrayed ; 

Resistance were as useless as if Seyd 

Yet lived to view the doom his ire decreed. 

XIII. 

Embarked, the sail unfurled, the light breeze blew-*- 
How much had Conrad's memory to review! 1621 

Sunk he in contemplation, till the cape 
Where last he anchored reared its giant shape. 
Ah ! — since that fatal night, though brief the time. 
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime. 
As its far shadow frowned above the mast. 
He veiled his face, and sorrowed as he past ; 
He thought of all — Gonsalvo and his band. 
His fleeting triumph and his failing hand ; 

G d 
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He thought on her afar, bis lonely bride : i€30 

He turned and saw — Gulnare, the homicide! 

XIV. 
She watched his features till she could not bear 
Their freezing aspect and averted air. 
And that strange fierceness foreign to her eye. 
Fell quenched in tears, too late to shed or dry. 
She knelt beside him and his hand she prest, 
" Thou may'st forgive though Alla's self detest; 
^^ But for that deed of darkness what wert thou i 
'' Reproach me— but not yet — Oh! spare me now! 
'' I am not what I seem — this fearful night 1640 

'' My brain bewildered — do not madden quite ! 
^' If I had never loved — though less my guilt, 
^ Thou hadst not lived to— hate me — if thou wilu* 

XV. 
She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undesigned, the wretch he made; 
But speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest, 
They bleed within that silent cell— 4iis breast. 
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SvU onward, fair the breeze, nor rough the surge, 

The blue waves sport around the stern they urge; 

Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck, 1650 

A spot — a mast — a sail— an armed deck ! 

Their little bark her men of watch descry, 

And ampler canvas woos the wind from high ; 

She bears her down majestically near. 

Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier; 

A flash is seen — the ball beyond their bow 

Booms harmless, hissing to the deep below. 

Uprose keen Conrad from his silent trance, 

A long, long absent gladness in his glance ; 

^ Tis mine — ^my bIood*red flag ! again — again-^ 1 ^0 

^' I am not all deserted on the main f 

They own the signal, answer to the hail, 

Hoist out the boat at once, and slacken sail. 

'* lis Conrad ! Conrad !" shouting from the deck. 

Command nor duty could their transport checki 

With light alacrity and gaze of pride. 

They view him mount once more his vessel's side ; 

A smile relaxing in each rugged face. 

Their arms can scarce forbear a rough embrace. 



»6 THE CORSAIR. Canio III. 

He, half forgetting danger and defeat, 1670 

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet. 
Wrings with a cordial grasp Anselmo's hand. 
And feels, he yet can conquer and command ! 

XVI. 

These greetings o'er, the feelings that overflow. 

Yet grieve to win him back without a blow ; 

They sailed prepared for vengeance — ^had they known 

A woman's hand secured that deed her own, 

She were their queen— less scrupulous are they 

Than haughty Conrad how they win their way. 

With many an asking smile, and wondering stare. 

They whisper round, and gaze upon Gulnare; 1681 

And her, at once above — beneath her sex. 

Whom blood appalled not, their regards perplex* 

To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye, 

She drops her veil, and stands in silence by ; 

Her arms are meekly folded on that breast. 

Which — Conrad safe^— to fate resigned the rest. 

Though worse than phrenzy could that bosom fill. 

Extreme in love or hate, in good or iU, 

llie worst of crimes bad left her woman still ! 1 690 
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XVII. 

This Conrad marked, and fck — ah ! could he lets i 

Hate of that deed — but grief for h^r distress ; 

What she has done no tears can wash away. 

And heaven must punish on its angry day^ 

But — it was done: he knew, whate'er her guik. 

For him that poignard smote, that blood was spilt; 

And he was free! — and she for him had given 

Her all on earth, and more than all in heaven 1 

And now he turned him to that dark-eyed slave 1699 

Whose brow was bowed beneath the glance he gave. 

Who now seemed changed and humbled : — £Eunt and meek. 

But varying oft the colour of her cheek 

To deeper shades of paleness— ^1 its red 

That fearful spot which stained it from the dead ! 

He took that hand — it trembled — now too late — 

So soft in love — so wildly nerved in hate ; 

He clasped that hand — it trembled— and his own 

Had lost its firmness, and his voice its tone. 

« Gulnare !" — but she replied not—'* dear Gulnarer 

She raised her eye — her only answer there — 1710 

At once she sought and sunk in his embrace : 

If he had driven her from that resting place. 
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His had been more or less than mortal heart. 

But — good or ill— it bade her not depart. 

Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast. 

His latest virtue then had joined the rest. 

Yet even M edora might forgive the kiss 

That asked from form so fair no more than this. 

The first, the last that Frailty stole from Faith— 

To lips where Love had lavished all his breath, 1780 

To lips — whose broken sighs such fragrance fling. 

As he had fanned them freshly with his wing! 

XVIII. 
They gain by twilight's hour their lonely isle. 
To them the very rocks appear to smile ; 
The haven hums with many a cheering sound. 
The beacons blaze their wonted stations round. 
The boats are darting o'er the curly bay. 
And sportive dolphins bend them through the spray ; 
Even the hoarse sea-bird's shrill, discordant shriek. 
Greets like the welcome of his tuneless beak ! 1730 

Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams. 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 
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Oh ! what can sanctify the joys of home, 

Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam i 

XIX. 

The lights are high on beacon and from bowerj 

And midst them Conrad seeks Medora's tower : 

He looks in vain — 'tis strange — and all remark, 

Amid so many, hers alone is dark. 

Tis strange — of yore its welcome never failed, 

Nor now, perchance, extinguished, only veiled. 1740 

With the first boat descends he for the shore, 

And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 

Oh! for a wing beyond the falcon's flight. 

To bear him like an arrow to tiiat height ! 

With the first pause the resting rowers gave. 

He waits not — looks not — leaps into the wave. 

Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 

Ascends the path familiar to his eye. 

He reached his turret door — he paused — no sound 
Broke from within; and all was night around. 1750 
He knocked, and loudly — footstep nor reply 
Announced that any heard or deemed him nigh; 
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He knocked — ^but faintly— for his trembling hand 
Refused to aid his heavy heart's demand. 
The portal opens — ^"tis a well known face — 
But not the form he panted to embrace. 
Its lips are silent — twice his own essay^. 
And failed to frame the question they delayed ; 
He snatched the lamp — its light will answer all — 

It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall. 1760 

He would not wait for that reviving ray^ 

As soon could he have lingered there for day ; 

But, glimmering through the dusky corridore, 

Another chequers o*er the shadowed floor; 

His steps the chamber gain — his eyes behold 

All that his heart believed not — ^yet foretold ! 

XX. 

I 

He turned not — spoke not — sunk not — fixed his look. 

And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 

He gazed — how long we gaze despite of pain. 

And know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain ! 1770 

In life itself she was so still and fair, 

That death with gentler aspect withered there 9 
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And the cold flowers'^ her colder hand contained. 

In that last grasp as tenderly were strained 

As if she scarcely felt, but feigned a sleep, 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep : 

The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow, 

And veiled — thought shrinks from all that lurked below— 

Oh ! o'er the eye death most exerts his might. 

And hurls the spirit from her throne of light! 1780 

Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse. 
But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips — 
Yet, yet they seem as they forbore to smile. 
And wished repose — but only for a while ; 
Bat the white shroud, and each extended tress, 
Long — fair — but spread in utter lifelessness. 
Which, late the sport of every summer wind. 
Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind ; 
These — and the pale pure cheek, became the bier— 
But she is nothing — wherefore is he here i 1790 

XXI. 

He asked no question — all were answered now 
By the first glance on that still — ^marble brow. 
It was enough — she died — what recked it how ? 
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The loye of youths the hope of better yean. 

The source of softest wishes, tenderest fean^ 

The only living thing he could not hate. 

Was reft at once — and he deserved hb £lte. 

But did not feel it less ; — the good explore. 

For peace, those realms where guilt can never soar : 

The proud — the wayward — ^wbo have fixed bdow 1900 

Their joy — and find this earth enough for wo^ 

Lose in that one their all — perchance a mite-* 

But who in patience parts with all delight? 

Full many a stoic eye and aspect stern 

Mask hearts where grief hath little left to learn ; 

And Qiany a withering thought lies hid, not lost, 

In smiles that least befit who wear them most. 

XXII. 
By those, that deepest feel, is ill exprest 
The indistinctness of the suffering breast; 
Where thousand thoughts begin to end in one, 1 SJ 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in nojie^ 
No words suffice the secret soul to show, 
And Truth denies all elo({uence to Woe 
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On Conrad's stricken soul exhaustion prest. 

And stupor almost lulled it into rest ; 

So feeble now — ^his mother's softness crept 

To those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept: 

It was the veiy weakness of his brain, 

Whtdi thus confessed without relieving pain* 

None saw his trickling tears — perchance, if seen, 181KI 

That useless flood of grief had never been : 

Nor long they flowed-^e dried them to depart, 

In helpless — hopeless — ^brokenness of heart: 

The Sim goes forth — ^but Conrad's day is dim; 

And the night cometh — ne'er to pass from hipi. 

There is no darkness like the cloud of mind, 

On Griefs vain eye — the blindest of the blind ! 

Whidi may not— dare not see-— but turns aside 

To blackest shade^-nor will endure a guide ! 

XXIIL 
His heart was formed for softness— warped to wrong ; 
Betrayed too early, and beguiled too long ; 1 83 1 

£ach feeling pure — as falls the dropping d^w 
Witliin tlie grot ; like that had hardened too ; 
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Less clear^ perchance, its earthly trials passed. 

But sunk, and chilled, and petrified at last. 

Yet tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rode ; 

If such his heart, so shattered it the shock. 

There grew one flower beneath its rugged brow, 

Though dark the shade — it sheltered, — saved till now. 

The thunder came — that bolt hath blasted both, 1840 

The Granite's firmness, and the Lily's growth : 

The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell 

Its tale, but shrunk and withered where it feU, 

And of its cold protector, blacken round 

But shivered fragments on the barren ground ! 

XXIV. 
'Tis morn— to venture on his lonely hour 
Few dare ; though now Anselmo sought his tower. 
He was not there — nor seen along the shore; 
Ere night, alarmed, their isle is traversed o*er : 
Another mom — another bids them seek, ] 850 

And shout his name till echo waxeth weak ; 
Mount— grotto— cavern — valley searched in vain, 
Thej find on shore a sea-boat's broken chain : 
Their hope revives — they follow o'er the main. 
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Tig idTe all — ^moons roll on moons away. 

And Conrad comet not — came not since that day : 

Nor trace, nor tidings of his doom declare 

Where lives his grief> or perished his despair! 

Long mourned his band whom none could mourn beside; 

And fair the monument they gave his bride : 1860 

For him they raise not the recording stone — 

His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known ; 

He left a Corsair's name to other times^ 

Linked with one virtue, and a thousand crimes. '^ 



NOTES. 



The time in this poem may seem too short for the occur- 
renceSy but the whole of the JEgestn isles are within a few 
hours sail of the continent, and the reader must be kind 
enough to take the xvind as I have often found it. 

Note 1, page 23, line 2. 
Of fair Olympia loved and Ufi of old. 
Orlando, Canto 10. 

Note 2, page 29, line 10. 
Around the knaves* phosphoric brightness broke. 
By night, particularly in a warm latitude, every stroke of 
the oar, every motion of the boat or ship, is followed by a 
idight 9ash like sheet lightning from the water. 

Note 3, page 33^ line 1. 
Though to the rest the sober berry s juke. 
Coffee. 

Note 4, page 33, line 3. 
The long Chibouque*s dissolving cloud supply. 
Pipe. 

Note 5f page 33, line 4. 
While dance the Almas to voild minstrelsy. 
Dancing-girls. 

Note to Canto II. page 33, line 18. 

It has been objected that Conrad*s entering disguised as a 
spy is out of nature. — Perhaps so. I find something not unlike 
it in history. 

<* Anxious to explore with his own eyes the btate of the 

H 
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Vandals, Majorian ventured, after disguising the colour of hb 
hair, to visit Carthage in the character of his own ambassador; 
and Genseric was afterwards mortified by the discovery, that 
he had entertained and dismissed the Emperor of the Ra- 
mans. Such an anecdote may be rejected as an improbaUs 
fiction; but it is a fiction which would not have been imagined 
unless in the life of a hero." Gibbon, D. and F. Vol. VI. 
p. 180. 

That Conrad is a character not altogether out of nature 
I shall attempt to prove by some historical coincidenoei 
which I have met with since writing ** The Corsair." 

'< Eccelin prisonnier** dit Kolandini, ** s*enfermoit dans un 
silence menagant, il fixoit sur la terre son visage ferooe, ei ne 
donnoit point d*essor a sa profonde in4ignation. — De tootei 
partes cependant les soldats & les peuples accouroient; ib 
vouloient voir cet homme, jadis si puissant, et la joie univer- 
selle eclatoit de toutes parts. 

r 

«< Eccelin etoit d*une petite taille ; mais tout I'aspect de sa 
personne, tous ses mouvemens indiquoient un soldat.— »Soa 
langage etoit amer, son deportment superbe— et par son seul 
egardy il faisoit trembler les plus hardis.** Sismondi^ tome III. 
page 219, 220. 

<' Gizericus (Genseric, king of the Vandals, the conqueror 
of both Carthage and Rome,) statura mediocris, et ecpn easu 
daudicans, animo profundus, sermone rarus^ luxurias con* 
tempter, ir& turbidus, habendi cupidus, ad solicitandas gentes 
providentissimus,!' &c &c. Jomandes de Rebus GeHus^ c. 33. 

I beg leave to quote these gloomy realities to keep in 
countenance my Giaour and Corsair. 
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Note 6y page 37, line 15. 
And my item vow and order's laws oppose. 
The Dervises are in colleges, and of different orderSy as the 
monks. 

Note 7f page 39, line 9. 
They seize thai Dervise ! — seize on Zatanai ! 
Satan. 

Note 8, page 40, line 8. 
He tore his beard, andJoamingJUd thejight. 
A common and not very novel effect of Mussulman anger. 
See Prince Eugene's Memoirs, page 24. '* The Seraskier 
'* leceived a wound in the thigh ; he plucked up his beard 
** by the roots, because he was obliged to quit the field.'* 

Note 9, page 42, line 11. 
Brief time had Conrad now to greet Gulnare. 
Gulnare, a female name ; it means, literally, the flower of 
the Pomegranate. 

Note 10, page 53, line 13. 
TUl eren the scaffold echoes xvith their jest ! 
In Sir Thomas More, for instance, on the scaffold^ and Anne 
Boleyn in the Tower, when grasping her neck, she remarked* 
that it <* was too slender to trouble the headsman much." 
During one part of the French Revolution, it became a 
fashion to leave some ** mot*' as a legacy ; and the quantity of 
fasetious last words spoken during that period would form a 
melancholy jest-book of a considerable size. 

Note 11^ page 62, line 12. 
That closed their murdered sage's latest day ! 
Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before sunset (the 

U2 
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hour of execution), notwithstanding the entreaties of his dis- 
ciples to wait till the sun went down. 

Note 12, page 63, line 4. 
The queen of night asserts her silent reign. 
The twilight in Greece is much shorter than in our own 
country y the days in winter are longer, but in summer of 
shorter duration. 

Note 13, page 63, line 14. 
The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk. 
The Kiosk is a Turkish summer-house : the palm is without 
the present walls of Athens, not far from the temple of The* 
seus, between which and the tree the wall intervenes.— Ce- 
phisus* stream is indeed scanty, and Ilissus has no stream al 
all. 

Note 14, page 64, line 4* 
Thatjr&wn-^tohere gentler ocean seems to smile. 
The opening lines as far as section II. have, perhaps, little 
business here, and were annexed to an unpublished (though 
printed) poem; but they were written on the spot in the 
Spring of 1811, and — I scarce know why — the reader must 
excuse their appearance here if he can. 

Note 15, page 68, line 9. 
His only bends in seeming o*er his beads. 
The Comboloio, or Mahometan rosary ; the beads are in 
number ninety-nine. 

Note 16, page gi, line 1. 
And the coldjlovoers her colder hand contained. 
In the Levant it is the custom to strew flowers on the bo* 
dies of the dead, and in- the hands of young persons to place a 
nosegay. 
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Note ] 7, page 95, last line. 
Linked with one virtue^ and a thousand crimes* 
That the point of honour which is represented in one instance 
of Conrad*8 character has not been carried beyond the bounds 
of probability may perhaps be in some degree confirmed by the 
following ANECDOTE of a BROTHEU BUCCANEER in the present 
year 18 14. 

Our readers have all seen the account of the enterprise against 
the pirates of Barrataria ; but few, we believe, were informed of 
the situation, history, or nature of that establishment. For the 
information of such as were unacquainted with it, we have pro- 
cured from a friend the following interesting narrative of the 
main facts, of which he has personal knowledge, and which 
cannot fail to interest some of our readers. 

Barrataria is a bay, or a narrow arm of the gulf of Mexico : it 
runs through a rich but very flat country, until it reaches within 
a mile of the Mississippi river, fifteen miles below the city of 
New Orleans. The bay has branches almost innumerable, in 
which persons can lie concealed from the severest scrutiny. It 
communicates with three lakes which lie on the southwest side, 
and these, with the lake of the same name, and which lies con- 
tiguous to the sea, where there is an island formed by the two 
arms of this lake and the sea. The east and west points of this 
island were fortified in the year 1811, by a band of pirates, 
under the command of one Monsieur La Fitte. A large majori- 
ty of these outlaws are of that class of the population of the state 
of Louisiana who fied from the island of St. Domingo during the 
troubles there, and took refuge in the island of Cuba : and when 
the last war between France and Spain commenced, they were 
compelled to leave that island with the short notice of a few 
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days. Without cercmonj, they entered the United States, the 
most of them the State of Louisiana^ with all the negroes they 
had possessed in Cuba. They were notified by the Grovemor of 
that State of the clause in the constitution which forbad the im- 
portation of slaves; but» at the same time, received the assurance 
of the Governor that he would obtain, if possible, the approbi^ 
tion of the general Government for their retaining this property. 
The island of Barrataria is situated about lat. 29 deg. 15 min. 
Ion. 92 30. and is as remarkable for its health as for the superior 
scale and shell fish with which its waters abound. The chief of 
this horde, like Charles de Moor, had mixed with his many vices 
some virtues. In the year 1813, this party had, from its turpi- 
tude and boldness, claimed the attention of the Governor of Lou- 
isiana ; and to break up the establishment, he thought proper to 
strike at the head. He therefore offered a reward of 500 dollarg 
fiir the head of Monsieur La Fitte, who was well known to the id. 
habitants of the city of New Orleans, from his immediate connec- 
tion, and his once having been a fencing-master in that city of 
great reputation, which art he learnt in Buonaparte's army^ where 
he was a Captain. The reward which was offered by the Go- 
vernor for the head of La Fitte was answered by the offer of a 
reward from the latter of 15,000 for the head of the Governor* 
The Governor ordered out a company to march from the city to 
La Fitters island, and to bum and destroy all the property, and 
to bring to the city of New Orleans all his banditti. This com- 
pany, under the command of a man who had been the intimate 
associate of this bold Captain, approached very near to the for- 
tified island, before he saw a man, or heard a sound, untO he 
heard a whistle, not unlike a boatswain's call. Then it was he 
found himself surrounded by armed men who had emerged from 
the secret avenues which led into Bayou. Here it was that th^ 
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modern Charles de Moor developed hit few nohle trtits ; for to 
thif man, who had come to destroy his life and all that was dear 
to him, be not onlj spared his life, but offered him that which 
WMUd have made the honest soldier easy for the remainder of 
Ui days, which was indignantly refused. He then, with the ap- 
ptobation of his captor, returned to the city. This circumstance, 
tad some concomitant events, proved that this band of pirates 
was not to be taken by land. Our naval force having alwajrs 
been small in that quarter, exertions for the destruction of this 
illicit establishment could not be expected from them until 
aagmented ; for an officer of the navy, with most of the gun- 
boats on that station, had to retreat from an overwhelming force 
ef La Fitters. So soon as the augmentation of the navy autho- 
rised an attack, one was made ; the overthrow of this banditti 
has been the result; and now this almost invulnerable point and 
key to New Orleans is clear of an enemy, it is to be hoped the 
fOfemment will hold it by a strong military force.-*JVom an 
Aikeriean N'etospaper. 



In Noble's continuation of Granger^s Biographical Dictionary, 
vol. iiL p. 68, there is a singular passage in his account of arch- 
bishop Blackbourne ; and as in some measure connected with the 
profession of the hero of the foregoing poem, I cannot resist the 
temptation of extracting it. 

There is something mysterious in the history and character 
of Dr. Blackbourne. The former is but imperfectly known: 
and report has even asserted he was a buccaneer : and that one 
of his brethren in that profession having asked, on his arrival in 
England, what had become of his old chum, Blackbourne, waa 
answered, he is archbishop of York. We are informed, that 
Blackbourne was installed sub-dean of Exeter, in 1694, which 
office he resigned in 1 702*. but after his successor, Lewis Bar- 
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net*8 death, in 1704, he regained it. In the following year he 
became dean; and, in 1714, held with it the archdeanery of 
Cornwall. He was consecrated bishop of Exeter, February 24, 
1716 ; and translated to York, November 28, 1724, as a reward, 
according to court scandal, for uniting George I. to the Duchess 
of Munster. This, however, appears to have been an unfounded 
calumny. As archbishop he behaved with great prudence, and 
was equally respectable as the guardian of the revenues of the 
see. Rumour whispered he retained the vices of his youth, and 
that a passion for the fair sex formed an item in the list of his 
weaknesses ; but so far from being convicted by seventy wit- 
nesses, he does not appear to have been directly criminated by 
one. In short, I look upon these aspersions as the effects of 
mere malice. How is it possible a buccaneer should have been 
so good a scholar as Blackbourne certainly was? He who had so 
perfect a knowledge of the classics, (particularly of the Greek 
tragedians,) as to be able to read them with the same ease as he 
could Shakspeare, must have taken great pains to acquire the 
learned languages ; and have had both leisure and good mas- 
ters. But he was undoubtedly educated at Christ-church col- 
lege, Oxford. He is allowed to have been a pleasant man : this, 
however, was turned against him, by its being said, ** he gained 
<( more hearts than souls.*' 
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To a Lady weeping. 

Weep, daughter of a royal liDe, 
A Sire's disgrace, a realm's decay ; 

Ahy happy ! if each tear of tliine 
Could wash a father's fault away ! 

Weep — for thy tears are Virtue's tears- 
Auspicious to these suffering isles ; 

And be each drop in future years 
Repaid thee by thy people's smiles ! 

March, 1812. 
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From the Turkish. 

1. 
Th £ chain I gave was fair to view. 

The lute I added sweet in sound, 
The heart that offered both was true. 

And iU deserved the fate it found. 

2. 
These gifts were charmed by secret spell 

Thy truth in absence to divine ; 
And they have done their duty weU, 

Alas ! they could not teach thee thine. 



* . 



3. 
That chain was firm in every link, 

But not to bear a stranger's touch ; 
That lute was sweet — till thou could'st think 

In odier hands its notes were such. 
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4. 
Let hini, who from thy neck unbound 

The chain which shivered in his grasp. 
Who saw that lute refuse to sound, 

Restring the chords, renew the clasp. 

5. 

When thou wert changed, they altered too ; 
The chain is broke, the music mute : 

Tis past — to them and thee adieu- 
False heart, frail chain, and silent lute. 
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SONNET. 
To Geneora. 

Thine eyes blue tenderness, thy long fair hair. 
And the wan lustre of thy features — caught 
From contemplation — ^where serenely wrought. 

Seems Sorrow's softness charmed from its despair — 

Have thrown such speaking sadness in thine air. 
That — but I know thy blessed bosom fraught 
With mines of unalloyed and stainless thought — 

I should have deemed thee doomed to earthly care. 

With such an aspect by his colours blent, 
When from his beauty-breathing pencil bom, 

(Except that thou hast nothing to repent) 
The Magdalen of Guido saw the mom — 

Such seem'st thou— -but how much more excellent ! 
With nought Remorse can claim — nor Virtue scoru. 
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SONNET. 
To Getievra. 

Thy cheek is pale with thought, but not from woe, 
And yet so lovely, that if Mirth could flush 
Its rose of whiteness with the brightest blush, 

My heart would wish away that ruder glow :— 

And dazzle not thy deep-blue eyes — but oh I 
While gazing on them sterner eyes will gush, 
And into mine my mother's weakness rush, 

Soft as the last drops round heaven's airy bow : 

For, through thy long dark lashes low depending. 
The soul of melancholy Gentleness 

Gleams like a seraph from the sky descending, 
Above all pain, yet pitying all distress ; 

At once such majesty with sweetness blending, 
I worship more, but cannot love thee less. 
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Inscription on the Monument of a "Newfoundland Dog, 

When some proud son of man returns to earth. 
Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth. 
The sculptor's art exhausts tlie pomp of woe. 
And storied urns record who rests below ; 
When all is done, upon the tomb is seen. 
Not what he was, but what he should have been : 
But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend, 
The first to welcome, foremost to defend, 
Whose honest heart is still his master's own, 
Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him alone, 
Unhonoured falls, unnoticed all his worth, 
Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth : 
While man, vain insect ! hopes to be forgiven, 
And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 
Oh man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour. 
Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power, 
Who knows thee well must quit thee with disgust, 
Degraded mass of animated dust ! 
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Hy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat, 
Thy siuiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit ! 
fiy nature vile, ennobled but by name, 
Each kindred brute might bid thee blush for shame. 
Ye ! who perchance behold this simple urn, 
Pass on — ^it honours none you wish to mourn : 
To mark a friend's remains these stones arise, 
I never knew but one, and here he lies. 

NensUad Abbey , Oct. 30, 1808. 



1 1 2 POEMS. 



Farewell. 



Fabewell ! if ever fondest prayer 

For other's weal availed on high, 
Mine will. not all be lost in air. 

But waft diy name beyond the sky, 
Twere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh : 

Oh ! more than tears of blood can tell, 
When wrung from guilt's expiring eye, 

Are in that word — Farewell ! — Farewell ! 

These lips are mute, these eyes are dry ; 

But in my breast, and in my brain. 
Awake the pangs that pass not by. 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain, 

Though grief and passion there rebel ; 
I only know we loved in vain — 

I only feel— Farewell ! — Farewell ! 

THE END. 
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CANTO I. 



I. 

THE Serfs are glad through Lara's wide domain, 

And Slavery half forgets her feudal chain ; 

He^ their unhoped, but unforgotten lord, 

The long self-exiled chieftain is restored : 

There be bright faces in the busy hall, 5 

Bowls on the board, and banners on the urall ; 

Far diequering o'er the pictured window, [days 

The unwonted faggots' hosjntable blaze ; 

And gay retuners gather round the hearth. 

With tongues all loudness, and with eyes all mirth. 10 

II. 
The chief of Lara is retum'd again : 
And why had Lara cross'd the bounding main ? 
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Left by his sire, too young such loss to know, 

Lord of himself; — ^that heritage of woe, 

That fearful empire which the human breast 15 

But holds to rob the heart within of rest ! — 

With none to check, and few to point in time 

The thousand paths that slope the way to crime ; 

Then, when he most required commandment, then 

Had Lara^s daring boyhood governed men. 20 

It skills not, boots not step by step to trace 

His youth through all the mazes of its race ; 

Short was the course his restlessness had run, 

But long enough to leave him half undone. 

III. 
And Lara left in youth his father-land ; 25 

But fix)m the hour he waved his parting hand 
Each trace wax'd fEunter of his course, till all 
Had nearly ceased his memory to recall. 
His sire was dust, his vassals could declare, 
'Twas all they knew, that Lara was not there; 30 

Nor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
Cold in the many, anxious in the few. 
Hb hall scarce echoes with his wonted name. 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame, 
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Another chief consded his destined bride, 35 

The young forgot him, and the old had died ; 

^ Yet doth he live !^ exclaims the impatient heir, 

And fflighs for sables which he must not wear. 

A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 

The Laras^ last and longest dwelling place ; 40 

But one is absent from the mouldering file, 

That now were welcome in that Grothic pile. 

IV. 
He comes at last in sudden loneliness, 
And whence they know not, why they need not guess ; 
They more might marvel, when the greeting's o'er, 46 
Not that he came, but came not long before : 
No train is his beyond a single page, 
Of fordgn aspect, and of tender age. 
Years had roll'd on, and fast they speed away 
To those that wander as to those that stay ; 50 

But lack of tidings from another clime 
Had lent a flag^ng wing to weary Time. 
They see, they recognise, yet almost deem 
The present dubious, or the past a dream. 

He lives, nor yet is past his manhood'^ prime, 55 

Though sear'd by toil, and something touched by time ; 
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Hb finilts, whatever they wor^ if scaice forgbi. 

Might be untaught him by his varied lot; 

Nor good nor iU of late were known, his name 

Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame : « 60 

His soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 

No more than pleasure from the stripling wins ; 

And such, if not yet harden'^d in th&r course. 

Might be redeemed, nor ask a long remorse. 

V. 

And they indeed were changed — ^"tis quickly seen 65 

Whatever he be, ^twas not what he had been : 

That brow in furrowed lines had fix^d at last. 

And spake of pasaons, but of pasaon past : 

The pride, but not the fire, of early days, 

Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise ; 70 

A high demeanour, and a glance that took 

Their thoughts from others by a angle look; 

And that sarcastic levity of tongue. 

The stin^ng of a heart the world bath stung. 

That darts in seeming playfulness around, 75 

And makes those feel that will not own the wound ; 

All these seemed his, and something more beneath, 

Than glance could well reveal, or accent breathe. 
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AmUtiaii, glory^ love, the oommon aim, 

That some can conquer, and that all would dann, - 80 

Within his breast appear'^d no more to strive. 

Yet seem'^d as lately they had been alive ; 

And aame deep feeling it were vain to trace 

At moments lightened o^er his livid face. 

VI. 

Not much he loved long question of the past, 85 

NcH" told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast. 

In those fiir lands where he had wandered lone. 

And — as himself would have it seem — ^unknown : 

Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely scan. 

Nor glean experience from his feUow man ; 90 

But what he had beheld he shunned to show. 

As hardly virorth a stranger^s care to know ; 

If still more prying such inquiry grew. 

His brow fell darker, and his words more few. 

VII. 
Not unrqcnced to see him once again, 9^ 

Warm was his welcome to the haunts of men ; 
Bom of high lineage, hnk^d in high command. 
He mingled ¥rith the Magnates of his land ; 

c 
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Joined the caionsals of the great and gay, 

And saw them smile or sigh thar hours away ; 100 

But still he only saw, and did not share 

The common pleasure or the general care; 

He did not follow what they all pursued 

With hope still baffled still to be renew'^d ; 

Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain, 105 

Nor beauty^s preference, and the rival^s pain : 

Around him some mysterious circle thrown 

Repell'*d approach, and showed him still alone ; 

Upon his eye sate something of reproof, 

That kept at least frivolity aloof; 110 

And things more timid that beheld him near. 

In silence gazed, or whispered mutual fear ; 

And they the wiser, friendlier few oonfest 

They deem'^d him better than his air exprest 

VIII. 
^was strange — ^in youth all action and all life, 115 

Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife; 
Woman — the field— the ocean— all that gave 
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave. 
In turn he tried — he ransack'^d all bebw. 
And found his recompense in joy or woe, ItO 
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No tame, trite medium ; for his feelings sought 

In that intenseness an escape from thought : 

The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed 

On that the feebler elements hath raised ; 

The rapture of his heart had looked on high, 125 

And ask^d if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 

ChainM to excess, the slave of each extreme^ 

How woke he from the wildness of that dream ? 

Alas ! he told not — ^but he did awake 

To curse the withered heart that would not break. ISO 

IX. 
Books, for his volume heretofore was Man, 
With eye more curious he appeared to scan. 
And oft, in sudden mood, for many a day 
From all communion he would start away : 
And then, his rarely call'd attendants said, 185 

Through nighf s long hours would sound his hurried tread 
O^er the dark gallery, where his fathers frowned 
In rude but antique portraiture around : »' 

They heard, but whispered — " ihcU must not be known — 
^^ The sound of words less* earthly than his own. 140 
^^ Yes, they who chose might smile, but some had seen 
^^ They scarce knew what, but more than should have been. 

c« 
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^^ Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 

** Which hands profane had gather'^d from the dead, 

** That still beaide his open'^d volume lay, 145 

*^ As if to startle all save him away ? 

** Why slept he not when others were at rest ? 

^^ Why heard no munc, and received no guest P 

** All was not well they deem'^d — ^but where the wrong ? 

** Some knew perchance — ^but 'twere a tale too long ; 

** And such besides were too discreetly wise, 161 

^^ To more than hint their knowledge in. surmise; 

" But if they would — they could** — around the board. 

Thus Lara's vassals prattled of their lord. 

X. 

It was the night— and Lara's glassy stream 165 

The stars are studding, each with imaged beam : 

So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray, 

And yet they glide like happiness away ; 

Reflecting far and fairy-like from high 

The inunortal lights that live along the sky : 160 

Its banks are fiinged with many a goodly tree. 

And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee ; 

Such in her chaplet infant Dian wove. 

And Innocence would ofler to her love. 
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These deck the shore ; the waves their channel make 

In windings bright and mazy like the snake. 166 

All was so still, so sofl in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there ; 

Secure that nou^t of evil could delight 

To walk in such a scene, on such a night ! 170 

It was a moment only for the good : 

So Lara deemed, nor longer there he stood, 

Bat tum'^d in silence to his castle-gate ; 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate : 

Such scene reminded him of otha: days, 175 

Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer blaze. 

Of nights more soft and frequent, hearts that now— 

Ne— no— -the storm may beat upon his brow, 

Unfeltr— unsparing — ^but a night like this, 

A night of beauty, mocked such breast as his. 180 

XI. 
He tum'^d within his solitary hall. 
And his high shadow shot along the wall ; 
There were the painted forms of other times* 
^was all they left of virtues or of crimes. 
Save vague tradition ; and the gloomy vaults 185 

That hid their dust, their fcnbles, and their faults; 
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And half a oolunm of the pompous page, 

That speeds the q)ecious tale froin age to age; 

Where history'*s pen its praise or blame supplies. 

And lies ]jke truth, and still most truly lies. 190 

He wandering mused, and as the moonbeam shone 

Through the dim lattice o^er the floor of stone. 

And the high fretted roof, and saints, that there 

0'*er Gothic windows knelt in pictured prayer. 

Reflected in fantastic figures grew, 195 

Like life, but not like mortal life, to view ; 

His biistling locks of sable, brow of gloom. 

And the wide waving of his shaken plume. 

Glanced like a spectre^s attributes, and gave 

His aspect all that terror ^ves the grave. SOO 

XII. 

^Twas midnight— -all was slumber ; the lone light 
Dimmed in the lamp, as loth to break the night 
Hark ! there be murmurs heard in Laia^s hall— • 
A sound — a vcice-— a shriek— a fearful call ! 
A long, loud shriek — and silence*— did they hear 905 
That frantic echo burst the sleeping ear ? 
VThey heard and rose, and tremulously brave 
Rush where the sound invoked their aid to save ; 
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They oome with half-lit tafets in their handsi 

And snatch^ in startled haste unbelted brands. 210 

XIII. 
Cokl as the marble where his length was laid, 
Pale as the beam that o^er his features f^y'^d, 
Was Lara stretch'^d ; his half drawn sabre near, 
Dropped it should seem in more than nature^s fear ; 
Yet he was firm, or had been firm till now, 215 

And stiU defiance knit his gathered brow ; 
Though mix'*d with terror, senseless as he lay. 
There lived upon his lip the wish to slay ; 
Some half formed threat in utterance there had died. 
Some imprecation of despairing pride ; 220 

His eye was almost sealed, but not forsook. 
Even in its trance the gladiator'*s look, 
That oft awake his aspect could disclose. 
And now was fix^d in horrible repose. 
They raise him — bear him; — hush! he breathes, he speaks, 
The swarthy blush recolours in his cheeks, 226 

I£s lip resumes its red, his eye, though dim. 
Bolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering limb 
Becalls its function, but his words are strung 
In terms that seem not of his native tongue; 290 
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Distinct but strange, enough they understand 
To deem them accents of another land. 
And such they were, and meant to meet an ear 
That hears him not — alas ! that cannot hear ! 

XIV. 

His page approached, and he alone appear'*d 93S 

To know the import of the words they heard ; 

And, by the changes of his cheek and brow, 

They were not such as Lara should avow. 

Nor he interpret, yet with less surprise 

Than those around their chieftain'^s state he eyes, 5M0 

But Lara^s prostrate form he bent beade. 

And in that tongue which seemed his own replied. 

And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 

To soothe away the horrors of his dream ; 

If dream it were, that thus could overthrow S45 

A breast that needed not ideal woe. 

XV. 

WhateW his jrfu^nsy dreamM or eye beheld, 

If yet remember'^d ne'er to be reveal'd. 

Rests at his heart : the customM morning came. 

And breathed new vigour in his shaken frame; S50 
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And solace sought he lUHie (rom priest nor leedi. 

And soon the same in movement and in speedi 

As heretofore he filled the passing hours, 

Nor less he smiles, nor more his forehead lours 

Than these were wont ; and if the coming night 26l» 

AppeaFd less welcome now to Lara'^s sight, 

He to his marvelling vassals showed it not, 

Whose shuddering proved t?heir fear was less forgot 

In trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl 

The astonish'^d slaves, and shun the fated hall ; 260 

The waving banner, and the clapping door, 

The rustling tapestry, and the echcnng floor ; 

The long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 

The flapping bat, the night song of the breeze; 

Aught they behold or hear their thought appals, 965 

As evening saddens o^er the dark gray walls. 

XVI. 

Vain thought ! that hour of ne'er unraveird gloom 
Came not again, or Lara could assume 
A seeming of forgetfiilness, that made ) 

His vassals more amazed nor less afraid— S70 

Had memory vanished then with sense restored ? 
Since word, nor look, nor gesture of thor lord 
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« 

Betray'd a Mmg that rectird to theie 

That fevered mom^it of his mind^s disease. 

Was it a dream ? was his the voioe that qpoke 875 

Those strange wild aooents; his the cry that broke 

Thar slumber ? hb the oppress'^d b*er4aboiir'*d heart 

That ceased to beat, the look that made them start? 

Could he who thus had suffer'*d, so fixrget, 

When such as saw that suffering shudder yet ? 980 

Or did that silence prove his menuMry fix^d 

Too deep for words, indelible, unmixed 

In that corroding secrecy which gnaws 

The heart to show the effect, but not the cause? 

Not so in him; his breast had buried both, 885 

Nor common gazers could discern the growth 

Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave half told ; 

They choke the feeble words that would unfold. 

XVII. 

In him inexplicably mix^d appeared 

Much to be loved and hated, sought and fearM ; 890 

Opinion varying o'^er his hidden lot. 

In praise or railing ne^er his name forgot ; 

His silence fcnrm^d a theme for others^ prate— 

They guess'^d-'-they gazed — they fain would know his fiUe. 
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What had he been? what was he, thus unknown, 885 

Who walk''d their world, his lineage only known ? 

A hater of his kind ? yet some would say, 

With them he could seem gay amidst the gay ; 

But own^d, that smile if oft observed and near^ 

Waned in its mirth and withered to a sneer ; 800 

That smile might reach his lip, but passed not by, 

None e'^er could trace its laughter to his eye : 

Yet there was softness too in his regard. 

At times, a heart as not by nature hard. 

But once perceived, his spirit seemed to chide 805 

Such weakness, as unworthy of its pride. 

And steeled itself, as scorning to redeem 

Oqe doubt from others half withheld esteem ; 

In self-inflicted penance of a breast 

Which tenderness might once have wrung fitnn rest; 

In vigilance of grief that would compel 811 

The soul to hate for having loved too welL 

XVIII. 
There was in him a vital scorn of all : 
As if the worst had fall'^n which could befall, 
He stood a stranger in this breathing world, 816 

An erring spirit from another hurPd ; * 
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3L ihing of daric itimginings, that shaped 

By choice the perils he by chance, escaped; 

But ^scaped in vain, for in their memory yet 

Hb mind would half exult and half r^ret : 390 

With more capacity for love than earth 

Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth. 

His early dreams of good outstripped the truth. 

And troubled manhood follow'^d baffled youth ; 

With thought of years in phantom chase mispent, 886 

And wasted powers for better purpose lent ; 

And fiery passions that had poured their wrath 

In hurried desolation o^er his path. 

And left the better feelings all at strife 

In wild reflection o^er his stormy life ; 880 

But haughty still, and loth himself to blame. 

He called on Nature's self to share the shame, 

And charged all fiiults upon the Jieshly form 

She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm ; 

Till he at last confounded good and ill, 885 

And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 

Too high for common selfishness, he could 

At limes reagn his own fi^r others^ good. 

But not in pity, not because he ought. 

But in some strange perversity of thoughts 840 
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That swayed him onward with a secret pride 

To do what few or none would do beside ; 

And this same impulse would, in tempting time. 

Mislead his S[nrit equally to crime ; 

So much he soar'*d beyond, or sunk beneath S45 

The men with whom he felt condemned to breathe^ 

And longed by good or ill to separate 

Himself from all whojshared his mortal state; 

His mind aUumring this had fix'*d her throne 

Far firom the world, in re^ons of h^ own : 3S0 

Thus coldly pasmng all that passed below. 

His blood in temperate seeming now would flow : 

Ah ! happier if it ne^er with guilt had glowed. 

But ever in that icy smoothness flowed ! 

^Tis true, with other men their path he walked, 965 

And like the rest in seeming did and talkVI, 

Nor outraged Reason^s rules by flaw nor start, 

HiA madness was not of the head, but heart; 

And rarely wanderM in his speech, or drew 

His thoughts so forth as to offend the view. 860 

XIX. 
With all that chilling mystery of mien. 
And seeming gladness to remain unseen ; 
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He had ^ "twone not mtaoA bon) an «rt 

Of fixing memory on another^s heart: 

It was not lore perchance — wjt hate— -nor aught 866 

That words can image to exprem the thought ; 

But they who saw him did not see in vain. 

And once beheld, would ask of him again : 

And those to whom he spake remembered well. 

And on the words, however Ught, would dwell : 870 

None knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined 

BBmself perforce around the hearer^s mind ; 

There he was stamped, in hking, or in hate. 

If greeted once ; however brief the date 

That friendship, pity, or aversion knew, 37fi 

Still there within the inmost thought he grew. 

You could not penetrate his soul, but found. 

Despite your wonder, to your own he wound ; 

His presence haunted still ; and firom the breast 

He forced an all unwilling interest : S80 

Vain was the struggle in that mental net. 

His sfnrit seemed to dare you to forget! 



There is a festival, where knights and dames. 
And aught that wealth or lofty Uneage claims 
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Appear — a hij^iboni and a wdoome guest 885 

To Otho^s hall came Lara with the rest 

The long carousal shakes the iUumined hall, 

Wdl speeds alike the banquet and the ball ; 

And the gay dance of bounding Beauty> train 

Links grace and harmony in happiest chain : 890 

Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands 

That min^ there in well according bands; 

It is a. fflght the careful brow might smoothe. 

And make Age smile, and dream itself to youth. 

And Youth forget such hour was past on earth, 890 

So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth ! 

XXI, 
And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad^ 
His brow belied him if his soul was sad; 
And his glance followed &st each fluttering fair. 
Whose steps of lightness woke no echo there : 400 

He leaned against the lofty |nllar nigh, 
With folded arms and Icmg attentive eye, 
Nor marked a glance so sternly fix^d on his — 
HI brooked high Lara scrutiny like this: 
At length he caught it, ^tis a face unknown, 405 

But seems as searching his, and his alone ; 
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Plying and dark, a strangerV by his mient 

Who still till now had gazed on him unseen ; 

At length encountering meets the mutual gaze 

Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze ; itlCt 

On Lara^s glance emotion gathering grew. 

As if distrusting that the stranger threw ; 

Along the stranger^s aspect fix^d and stem. 

Flashed more than thence the vulgar eye could leanu 

XXII. 
<< YTis he !^ the stranger cried, and those that heard 
Re-echoed fast and far the whispered word. 416 

" 'Tb he r — " 'Tis who ?"" they question far and near. 
Till louder accents rung on Lara^s ear ; 
So widely spread, few bosoms well could brook 
The general marvel, or that single look ; 4S0. 

But Lara stirr'^d not, changed not, the surprise 
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seemed now subfflded, neither sunk nor raised 
Glanced his eye round, though still the stranger gazed; 
And drawing nigh, exdaimM, with haughty sneer, OStS 
** 'Tis he ! — ^how came he thence ? — ^what doth he here ?* 
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XXIII. 
It were too mudi for Lara to pass by 
Such questkm, so repeated fierce and hi^ ; 
With look collected, but with accent cold. 
More mildly firm than petulantly bold, 480 

He turned, and met the inquisitorial tone — 
*' My name is Lara ! — when thine own is known, 
^ Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 
'^ The unlook^d for courtesy of such a knight 
'^ ^Tis Lara ! — ^further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 435 
** I shun no question, and I wear no mask.^ 

'' Thou shun^st no question ! Ponder — ^is there none 

'' Thy heart must answer, though thine ear would shun P 

^^ And deem^st thou me unknown too ? Gaze again ! 

^ At least thy memory was not given in vain. 440 

^ Oh ! never canst thou cancel half her debt, 

'^ Eternity forbids thee to forget.^ 

With slow and searching glance upon his face 

Grew Larai^s eyes, but nothing there could trace 

They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 44o 

He deigned no answer, but his head he shook, 

And half contemptuous turned to pass away ; 

But the stem stranger motion'd him to stay. 

D 
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*^ A word !-— I charge thee stay, and answer here 

" To one, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer» 4£0 

^* But as thou wast and art — ^nay, frown not, lord, 

" If false, ^tis easy to disprove the word — 

'^ But, as thou wast and art, on thee looks down, 

^^ Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy fiown. 

** Art thou not he ? whose deeds ^ 

" Whatever I be, 455 
^^ Words wild as these, accusers like to thee 
I list no further ; those with whom they wdigh 
May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell. 
Which thus begins so courteously and well. 460 

Let Otho cherish here his polish''d guest, 
^^ To him my thanks and thoughts shall be exprest.^ 
And here their wondering host hath interposed — 
" Whatever there be between you undisclosed, 
^^ This is no time nor fitting place to mar 465 

" The mirthful meeting with a wordy war. 
*^ If thou. Sir Ezzelin, hast ought to show 
*^ Which it befits Count Lara^s ear to know, 
** To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best 
" Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest; 470 



66 
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*^ I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, 

^ Thou^ like Count Lara now returned alone 

^* From other lands, almost a stranger grown ; 

^ And if from Lara's blood and gentle birth 

^ I augur ri^t of courage and of worth, 475 

^' He wiU not that untainted line belie, 

*^ Nor au^t that knighthood may aocordy deny.*** 

**^ To-monow be it,^ Ezzelin replied, 

^^ And here our several worth and truth be tried ; 

'^ I gage my life, my falchion to attest 480 

" My words, so may I mingle with the blest V* 

What answers Lara ? to its centre shrunk 

His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk ; 

The words of many, and the eyes of all 

That there were gather^, seemed on him to fall ; 485 

But his were silent, his appeared to stray 

In fiur forgetfulness away — away — 

Alas ! that heedlessness of all around 

Beqx>ke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 
" To-morrow ! — ay, to-morrow !" further word 490 

Than those repeated none from Lara heard ; 
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Upon his bnyvr no outward paaacm spoke. 

From his large eye no flashing anger broke ; 

Yet there was something fix'd in that law tone, 

Which showed resolve, determined, though unknown. 

He seized his cloak — ^his head he slightly Ixm'd, 496 

And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd; 

And, as he passed him, smiling met the frown 

With which that chicftain^s brow would bear him down : 

It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pnde 500 

That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide ; 

But that of one in his own heart secure 

Of all that he would do, or could endure. 

Could this mean peace ? the calmness of the good ? 

Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood ? 505 

Alas ! too hke in confidence are each. 

For man to trust to mortal look or speech ; 

From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 

Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 

XXV. 

And Lara called his page, and went his way — 510 

Well could that stripling word or sign obey : 
Hb only follower from those climes a&r. 
Where the soul glows beneath a brighter star ; 
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For Lara left the shore frdm nrfienoe he sprung, 

In duty patient, and sedate though young ; 515 

Silent as him he served, his faith appears 

Above his station, and beyond his years. 

Though not unknown the tongue of Lara^s knd, 

In such from him he rarely heard command ; 

But fleet his step, and dear his tones would come, BftO 

When Lanf s lip breath^ forth the words of home : 

Those accents as his native mountains dear. 

Awake their absent echoes in his ear. 

Friends^ kindreds^ parents^ wonted voice recall. 

Now lost, abjured, for one — ^his friend, his all : 525 

For him earth now disclosed no other guide ; 

What marvel then he rarely left his side P 

XXVI. 
Light was his form, and darkly delicate 
That brow whereon his native sun had sate. 
But had not marrM, though in his beams he grew, 580 
The dieek where oft the unbidden blush shone through ; 
Yet not such blush as mounts when health would show 
All the hearths hue in that delighted glow ; 
But ^twas a hectic tint of secret care 
That for a burning moment fevered there ; 585 
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■ 

And the wild sparkle of his eye seem'^d caught 

From high, and lightened with electric thought. 

Though its black orb those long low lashes fringe. 

Had tempered with a melancholy tinge ; 

Yet less g£ sorrow than of pride was there, 540 

Or if ^twere grief, a grief that none should share : 

And pleased not him the sports that please his age. 

The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page ; 

For hours on Lara he would fix his glance. 

As all-forgotten in that watchful trance ; 546 

And from his chief withdrawn, he wandered lone. 

Brief were his answers, and his questions none ; 

His walk the wood, his sport some foreign book ; 

His resdng-place the bank that curbs the brook : 

He seemed, like him he served, to live apart 650 

From all that lures the eye, and fills the heart ; 

To know no brotherhood, and take from earth 

No gifl beyond that bitter boon — our birth. 

XXVII. 

If aught he loved, ^twas Lara ; but was shown 

His faith in reverence and in deeds alone; 566 

In mute attention ; and his care, which guessed 

Each wish, fulfill''d it ere tlie tongue exf»res8^d. 
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Still there was haughtiness in all he did, 

A spirit deep that brooked not to be chid ; 

His zeal, though more than that of servile hands, 560 

Ib act alone obeys, his air commands ; 

As if ^twas Lara^s less than his deare 

That thus he served, but surely not for hire. 

Slight were the tasks enjoin'^d him by his lord, 

To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword ; 665 

To tune his lute, or if he willed it more. 

On tomes of other times and tongues to pore ; 

But ne^er to mingle with the menial train. 

To whom he showed nor deference nor disdain. 

But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 570 

No sympathy with that familiar crew : 

His soul, whatever his station or his stem. 

Could bow to Lara, not descend to them. 

Of higher birth he seemM, and better days, 

Nop mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays, 675 

So femininely white it might bespeak 

Another sex, when matched with that smooth cheek. 

But for his garb, and something in his gaze. 

More wild and high than woman^s eye betrays ; 

A latent fierceness that far more became 580 

His fiery climate than his tender frame : 
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True, in his words it broke not fioin his breast. 

But from his aspect might be more than guessed. 

Kaled his name, though rumour said he bore 

Another ere he lefl his mountain-shore ; 585 

For sometimes he would hear, however nigh, 

That name repeated loud without reply, 

As unfamiliar, or, if roused again. 

Start to the sound, as but remember'*d then ; 

Unless ^twas Lara^s wonted voice that spake, 590 

For then, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake. 

He had look'^d down upon the festive hall, 

And marked that sudden strife so marked <^ all ; 

And when the crowd around and near him told 

Th^ wonder at the calmness of the bold, 595 

Their marvel how the high-bom Lara bore 

Such insult £rom a stranger, doubly sore, 

The ooloiu: of young Kaled went and came. 

The lip of ashes, and the cheek of flame; 

And o'er his brow the dampening heart-drops threw 600 

The sickening idness of that cold dew, 

That rises as the busy bosom sinks 

With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 
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Yes — ^tfaere be things that we must dream and dare. 

And execute ere thought be half aware : 60S 

Whatever might Kaled''8 be, it was enow 

To seal his lip, but agonise his brow. 

He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast 

That sidelong smile upon the knight he past ; 

When Ealed saw that smile his visage fell, 610 

As if on something recognized right well ; 

His memory read in such a meaning more 

Than Lara'^s aspect unto others wore : 

Forward he sprung — a moment, both were gone, 

And all within that hall seem'd left alone ; 615 

Each had so fix^d his eye on Lara^s mien, 

AH had so mix^d th&r feelings with that scene. 

That when his long dark shadow through the porch 

No more relieves the glare of yon high torch. 

Each pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 6S0 

To bound as doubting from too black a dream, 

Sudi as we know is false, yet dread in sooth. 

Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 

And they are gone — ^but Ezzelin is there. 

With thoughtful visage and imperious air ; 625 

But long remained not; ere an hour expired 

He waved his hand to Otho, and retired. 
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XXIX. 

The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest ; 

The courteous host, and all-approving guest, 

Again to that accustom'^d couch must creep 630 

Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep. 

And man o^er-labour^d with his being^s strife. 

Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life : 

There lie lovers feverish hope, and cunning^s guile, 

Haters working brain, and lull'^d ambition^s wile ; 635 

O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinions wave, 

And quench'd existence crouches in a grave. 

What better name may slumber's bed become ? 

Night's sepulchre, the universal home. 

Where weakness, strength, vice, virtue, sunk supine. 

Alike in naked helplessness recline ; 641 

Glad for awhile to heave unconscious breath. 

Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of death. 

And shun, though day but dawn on iUs increast, ^ 

That sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams the least. u4& 
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I. 

NIGHT wanes — the vapours round the mountains curPd 

Melt into mom, and Light awakes the world. 

Man has another day to swell the past. 

And lead him near to little, but his last ; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 6S0 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam. 

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream. 

Immortal man ! behold her glories shine. 

And cry, exulting inly, ^^ they are thine !^ 665 

Gaze on, while yet thy gladdened eye may see ; 

A morrow comes when they are not for thee : 

And grieve what may above thy senseless bier. 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 
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Nor cloud ghall gather mivey nor leaf shall &)!, 660 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh tar thee, for all ; 
But creepng things shall revel in their spoil. 
And fit thy clay to fertilize the scnl. 

II. 
'Tis mom — ^'tis noon — assembled in the hall, 
The gathered chieflams come to Othc^^s call ; 665 

^is now the promised hour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Lara^s future fame ; 
When Ezzelin his charge may here unfold. 
And whatsoe'er the tale, it must be told. 
His faith was pledged, and Lara's promise given, 670 
To meet it in the eye of man and heaven. 
Why comes he not? Such truths to be divulged, 
Methinks the accuser's rest is long indulged. 

III. 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there. 
With self-confiding, coldly patient air ; 676 

Why comes not Ezzelin ? The hour is past. 
And murmurs rise, and Otho's brow ^s overcast 
^^ I know my friend ! his faith I cannot fear. 
If yet he be on earth, expect him here ; 
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'' The roof that held him in the valley stands 680 

*' Between my own and noble Lara^s lands ; 

** My balls from such a guest had honour gainM, 

** Nor had Sir Ezzelin his host disdain'^d, 

** But that some jHrevious proof forbade his stay, 

^* And urged him to prepare against to-day ; 68£ 

^^ The word I pledged for his I pledge again, 

^ Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain. ** 

He ceased — and Lara answered, ^^ I am here 

" To lend at thy demand a listening ear ; 

*' To tales of evil fix)m a stranger^s tongue, 690 

^ Whose words already might my heart have wrung, 

^' But that I deem'd him scarcely less than mad, 

^ Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

^ I know him not — but me it seems he knew 

^ In lands where — but I must not trifle too : 695 

'^ Produce this babblei^— or redeem the pledge ; 

*^ Here in thy hold, and with thy fieddiicHi's edge/' 

Pioud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw 

His glove on earth, and forth his sabre flew. 

^^ The last alternative befits me best, 700 

*^ And thus I answer for mine absent guest." 
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With cheek unchanging from its sallow ^oom,. 

However near hb own or other's tomb ; 

With hand, whose almost careless coolness spoke. 

Its grasp well-used to deal the sabre-stroke ; 705 

With eye, though calm, determined not to spare. 

Did Lara too his willing weapon bare. 

In vam the drding chieftams round them closed. 

For Otho*s phrensy would not be opposed; 

And from his lip those words of insult fell — 710 

His sword is good who can maintain them well. 

IV. 

Short was the conflict ; furious, blindly rash, 

Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash : 

He bled, and fell ; but not with deadly wound. 

Stretched by a dextrous sleight along the groimd. 715 

^^ Demand thy life !^ He answer^ not : and then 

From that red floor he ne^er had risen again. 

For Lara^s brow upon the moment grew 

Almost to blackness in its demon hue ; 

And fiercer shook his angry falchion now 7S0 

Than when his foe^s was levelled at his brow; 

Then all was stem ooUectedness and art, 

Now rose the unleavened hatred of his heart ; 
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So little sparing to the foe he feU^d, 

That when the approaching crowd his arm withheld^ 

He almost tum'^d the thirsty point on those, 726 

Who thus for mercy dared to interpose ; 

But to a momenf s thought that purpose bent ; 

Yet looked he on him still with eye intent. 

As if he loathed the ineffectual strife 730 

That left a foe, howe er overthrown, with life ; 

As if to search how far the wound he gave 

Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 

V. 
They raised the bleeding Otho, and the Leech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech ; 736 

The others met within a neighbouring hall. 
And he, incensed and heedless of them all. 
The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray. 
In haughty alence slowly strode away ; 
He backed his steed, his homeward path he took, 740 
Nor cast on Otho^s towers a single look. 

VI. 
But where was he ? that meteor of a night. 
Who menaced but to disappear with light? 
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Where was this Ezzelin? who came and went 

To leave no other trace of his intent 745 

He left the dcnne of Otho long ere mom, 

In darkness, yet so well the path was worn 

He could not miss it : near his dwelling lay; 

But there he was not, and with coming day 

Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nought 750 

Bxcept the absence of the diief it sought 

A chamber tenantless, a steed at rest, 

His host alarmed, his murmuring squires distrest: 

Their search extends along, around the path. 

In dread to meet the marks of prowlers^ wrath : 755 

But none are there^ and not a brake hath borne, 

Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn; 

Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass. 

Which still retains a mark where murder was ; 

Nor dabbling fingers left to tell the tale, 7O0 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail. 

When agonised hands that cease to guard, 

Wound in that pang the smoothness of the sward. 

Some such had been, if here a life was reft. 

But these were not ; and doubting hope is left ; 765 

And strange suspicion, whispering Lara*^ name, 

Now daily mutters o^er his Uacken'd fame ; 
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Then sudden nlent when hit fonn appear^d^ 

Awaits the absence of the thing it feared 

Again its wonted wondering to renew, Tit) 

And dye conjecture with a dark^ hue, 

VII. 
Days roll idong, and Otho^s wounds are heaTd, 
But not his pride ; and hate no more conceal^'d : 
He was a man of power, and Lara^s foe, 
The frigid of all who sought to work him woe, 775 

And fixHn his country'^s justice now demands 
Account of Ezzelin at Lara's hands. 
Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 
His presence? who had made him disappear. 
If not the man on whom his menaced diarge 780 

Had sate too deeply were he left at large ? 
The general rumour ignorantly loud. 
The mystery dearest to the curious crowd ; 
The aeeming fiiendlessness of him who strove 
To win no confidence, and wake no love ; 785 

The sweeping fierceness which his soul betray^d^ 
The skill with which he wielded his keen blade ; 
Where had histurm unwarlike caught that art? 
Where had that fierceness grown upon his heart ? 
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For it was not the blind cajnicious rage 790 

A word can kindle and a word assuage; 
But the deep working of a soul unmixed 
With aught of pity where its wrath had fix^d ; 
Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that^s merciless : 796 

These^ linked with that desire which ever swajrs 
Mankind, the rather to condemn than praise, 
^Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storm. 
Such as himself might fear, and foes would form. 
And he must answer for the absent head 800 

Of one that haunts him still, alive or dead. 

VIIL 
Within that land was many a malcontent, 
Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent; 
That soil full many a wringing despot saw, 
Who worked his wantcmness in form of law; 805 

Long war without and frequent bnnl within 
Had made a path for blood and giant sin. 
That waited but a signal to begin 
New havock, such as civil discord blends. 
Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friaids ; 810 
Fix'^d in his feudal fortress each was lord. 
In word and deeclobey'd, in soul abhorred. 
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Thus Lara had inherited his lands, 
And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands ; 
But that long absence from his native clime 815 

Had left him stainless of oppression'^s crime, 
And now diverted by his milder sway, 
All dread by slow degrees had worn away : 
The menials felt their usual awe alone, 
But more for him than them that fear was grown ; 820 
They deemed him now unhappy, though at first 
Thdr evil judgment augured of the worst. 
And each long restless night, and alent mood. 
Was traced to nckness, fed by solitude : 
And though his lonely habits threw of late 825 

Gloom oVr his chamber, cheerful was his gate ; 
For thence the wretched ne^er unsoothed withdrew. 
For them, at least, his soul compasnon knew. 
Cold to the great, contemptuous to the high. 
The humble passed not his unheeding eye ; ' 880 

Much he would speak not, but beneath his roof 
They found asylum oft, and ne^er reproof. 
And they who watch'^d might mark that day by day. 
Some new retainers gather^ to his sway ; 
But most of late, sonce Ezzelin was lost, 835 

He played the courteous lord and bounteous host : 

e2 



44 LARA. Canto If. 

Perchance his strife with Otho made him dnead 

Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ; 

WhateVr his view, his favour more obtains 

With these, the people, than his fellow thanes. 840 

If this were policy, so far *twas soimd. 

The million judged but of him as they found ; 

From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven 

They but required a shelter, and 'twas given. 

By him no peasant mourned his lifled cot, 845 

And scarce the Serf could murmur oVr his lot ; 

With him old avarice found its hoard secure, 

With him contempt forbore to mock the poor ; 

Youth present cheer and promised recompense 

Detain'*d, till all too late to part from thence : 850 

To hate he offered, with the coming change. 

The deep reveraon of delayed revenge ; 

To love, long baffled by the unequal match, 

The well-won charms success was sure to snatch. 

All now was ripe, he waits but to prodaun 855 

That slavery nothing which was still a name. . 

The moment came, the hour when Otho thought 

Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 

Hb summons foimd the destined criminal 

Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall, 860 
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Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven, 

Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he had freed the soil-bound slaves 

Who dig no land fcM: tyrants but their graves ! 

Such is their cry — some watchword for the fight 865 

Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right : 

Religion — ^fireedom — ^vengeance — what you will, 

A word's enough to raise mankind to kill ; 

Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread. 

That guilt may rdgn, and wolves and worms be fed ! 670 

IX. 
Throughout that dime the feudal chiefs had gain'^d 
Such sway, their infant monarch hardly reigned ; 
Now was the hour for faction^s rebel growth. 
The Serfs oontemn'^d the one, and hated both: 
They waited but a leader, and they found 875 

One to their cause inseparably bound ; 
By drcumstance compell'*d to plunge again. 
In self-defence, amidst the strife of men. 
Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birth and nature meant not for his foes, 880 

Had Lara from that night, to him accurst, 
Pliepared to meet, but not alone, the worst : 
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Some reason urged, whatei'er it was, to shun 

Inquiry into deeds at distance done; 

By mingling with his own the cause of all, 885 

EVn if he failed, he stiU dela/d his faU. 

The sullen calm that long his bosom kept. 

The storm that once had spent itself and slept. 

Roused by events that seem'd foredoomed to urge 

His gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge, 890 

Burst forth, and made him all he once had been. 

And is again ; he only changed the scene. 

Light care had he for life, and less for fame. 

But not less fitted for the desperate game : 

He deemed himself marked out for other^s hate, 895 

And mocked at ruin so they shared his fate. 

What cared he for the freedom of the crowd ? 

He raised the humble but to bend the proud. 

He had hoped quiet in his sullen lair, 

But man and destiny beset him there : 900 

Inured to hunters he was found at bay. 

And they must kill, they cannot snare the prey. 

Stem, unambitious, silent, he had been 

Henceforth a calm spectator of lifers scene ; 

> 
But dragged again upon the arena, stood 905 

A leader not unequal to tlie feud ; 
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In voice — mien — gesture — savage nature spoke. 
And from his eye the gladiator broke. 

X. 

What boots the oft-repeated tale of strife, 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life? 910 

The varying fortune of each separate field. 

The fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield? 

The smoking ruin, and the crumbled wall ? 

In this the struggle was the same with all ; 

Save that distempered passions lent their force 915 

In bitterness that banished all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain. 

The captive died upon the battle-shun : 

In either cause, one rage alone possest 

The empire of the alternate victor^s breast; 920 

And they that smote for freedcnn or for sway, 

Deem'd few were slain, while more remained to sky. . 

It was too late to check the wasting brand. 

And Desolation reap'd the famished land ; 

The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread, 9S6 

And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 
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XI. 

Fresh with the nerve the new-born impulse strung, 

The first success to Lara^s numbers clung : 

But that vain victory hath ruin'd all, 

They form no longer to their leader^s call ; 930 

In bUnd confu^on on the foe they press. 

And think to snatch is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the thirst of hate. 

Lure on the broken brigands to their fate ; 

In vain he doth whatever a chief may do, - 985 

To check the headlong fury of that crew ; 

In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame. 

The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame ; 

The wary foe alone hath tum'd their mood. 

And shown their rashness to that erring brood : 940 

The feigned retreat, the nightly ambuscade. 

The daily harass, and the fight delayM, 

The long privation of the hoped supply, 

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky. 

The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer^s art, 945 

And palls the patience of his baffled heart. 

Of these they had not deem'^d : the battle-day 

They could encounter as a veteran may ; 

But more preferred the fury of the strife. 

And present death to hourly suffering life : 950 
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And fiunine wrings, tod fever sweeps away 

His numbers melting fast from their array ; 

Intemperate triumph fades to discontent, 

And Lara^s soul alone seems still unbent : 

Bat few remain to aid his voice and hand, 955 

And thousands dwindled to a scanty band : 

Desperate, though few, the last and best remained 

To mourn the discipline they late disdained. 

One hope survives, the frontier is not far. 

And thence they may escape from native war ; 960 

And bear within them to the neighbouring state 

An exile^s sorrows, or an outlaw's hate : 

Hard is the task their father land to quit, 

But harder still to perish or submit 

XII. 

It is resolved — they mardi — consenting Night 965 

Guides with her star their dim and tcxrchless flight ; 

Already they perceive its tranquil beam 

Sleep on the surface of the barrier stream ; 

Already they descry — Is yon the bank ? 

Away ! "'tis lined with many a hostile rank. 970 

Return or fly ! — ^What glitters in the rear ? 

'Tis Otho^s banner — the pursuer^s spear ! 
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Are those the shepherds^ fires upon the height ? 

Alas ! they blaze too widely for the fli^t : 

Cut off from hope, and compassed in the tcul, 975 

Less blood perchance hath bought a richer spoil ! 

XIII. 
A moment^s pause, ^tis but to breathe thdr band. 
Or shall they onward press, or here withstand ? 
It matters little — if they charge the foes 
Who by the border-stream their march oppose, 980 

Some few, perchance, nlliay break and pass the line. 
However linked to baffle such design. 
^^ The charge be ours ! to wait for their assault 
" Were fate well worthy of a ooward^s halt** 
Forth flies each sabre, reined is every steed, 985 

And the next word shall scarce outstrip the deed : 
In the next tone of Lara^s gathering breath 
How many shall but hear the voice of death ! 

XIV. 

His blade is bared, in him there is an air 

As deep, but far too tranquil for despair ; 990 

A something of indifference more than then 

Becomes the bravest, if they feel for men — 
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He tanCd his eye on Kaled, ever near. 

And still too faithful to betray one fear ; 

Perchance ^twas but the moon'*s dim twilight threw 995 

Along his aspect an unwonted hue 

Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint exprest 

The truth, and not the terror of his breast 

This Lara marked, and laid his hand on his ^ 

It trembled not in such an hour as this ; 1000 

His hp was silent, scarcely beat his heart. 

His eye alone proclaimed, *^ We will not part I 

*' Thy band may perish, or thy friends may flee, 

*^ Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee !^ 

The word hath passed his lips, and onward driven, 1005 
Pours the link'*d band through ranks asunder riven ; 
Well has each steed obey'd the armed heel. 
And flash the scimitars, and rings the steel ; 
Outnumbered not outbraved, they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a firont to foes ; 1010 

And blood is mingled with the dashing stream. 
Which runs all redly till the morning beam. 

XV. 
Commanding, aiding, animating all. 
Where foe appeared to press, or friend to fall, 
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Cheers Lara^s voice, and waves or strikes his steel, 1015 

Inspiring hope, himself had ceased to feeL 

None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain ; 

But those that waver turn to smite again. 

While yet they find the firmest of the foe 

Recoil before their leader'^s look and blow : lOM 

Now girt with numbers, now almost alone. 

He foils their ranks, or reunites his own ; 

Himself he spared not-— once they seem'^d to fly — 

Now was the time, he waved his hand on high. 

And shook — ^why sudden droops that plumed crest ? 10S6 

The shaft is sped — the arrow^s in his breast ! 

That fatal gesture left the unguarded side^ 

And Death hath stricken down yon arm of pride. 

The word of triumph fainted from his tongue ; 

That hand, so raised, how droopingly it hung ! 1030 

But yet the sword instinctively retains. 

Though from its fellow shrink the fidling rdns ; 

These Scaled snatches : dizzy with the blow. 

And senseless bending o^er his saddle-bow. 

Perceives not Lara that his anxious page 1035 

Beguiles his charger from the combaf s rage : 

Meantime his followers charge, and charge again ; 

Too mix'*d the slayers now to heed the slain ! 
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XVI. 

Day glimmers on the dying and the dead, 

The doven cuirass, and the hehnless head ; 1040 

The war-horse masterless is on the earth. 

And that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth ; 

And near yet quivering with what life remain'^d. 

The heel that urged him and the hand that reined; 

And some too near that roUing torrent he, 1045 

Whose waters mock the Up of those that die ; 

That panting thirst which scorches in the breath 

Of those that die the soldier^s fiery death. 

In Yam impels the burning mouth to crave 

One drop— the last — ^to cool it for the grave ; 1050 

With feeble and convulnve eflTort swept, 

Th^ limbs along the crimsoned turf have crept ; 

The faint renudns of life such struggles waste. 

But yet they reach the stream, and bend to taste : 

They feel its freshness, and almost partake — 1055 

Why pause P No further thirst have they to dake^ 

It is unquench'*d, and yet they feel it not ; 

It was an agony— but now forgot ! 

XVII. 
Beneath a lime, remoter from the scene, 
Where but for him that strife had never been, 1060 
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A breadm^ but devoted wanicNr lay : 

TTwas Lara bleeding fast from life away. 

His follower once, and now his only guide, 

Kneels Kaled watchful oVr his welling side, 

And with his scarf would staunch the tides that rush. 

With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 1066 

And then, as his faint breathing waxes low. 

In feebler, not less fatal tricklings flow: 

He scarce can speak, but motions him ^tis vain. 

And merely adds another throb to pain. 1070 

He clasps the hand that pang which would assuage. 

And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page 

Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees, 

Save that damp brow which rests upon his knees ; 

Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 1075 

Held all the light that shone on earth for him. 

XVIII. 
The foe arrives, who long had searched the field. 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yidd ; 
They would remove him, but they see ^twere vain. 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 1080 

That rose to reconcile him with his fete. 
And that escape to death from living hate : 
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And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 

Xxwks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed. 

And questions of his state ; he answers not, 1085 

Scarce glances on him as on one forgot. 

And turns to Kaled: eac h remaining word. 

They understood not, if distinctly heard ; 

His djring tones are in that other tongue. 

To which some strange remembrance wildly dung. 1090 

They spake of other scenes, but what — ^is known 

To Kaled, whom their meaning reached alcme ; 

And he replied, though faintly, to their sound. 

While gazed the rest in dumb amazement round : 

They seem'^d even then— that twain — unto the last 

To half forget the present in the past ; 1096 

To share between themselves some separate fate, 

Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

XIX. 

Their words though faint were many — ^from the tone 

Their impcnt those who heard could judge alone ; 1100 

From this, you might have deemed young Kaled^'s death 

More near than Lara^s by hb voice and breath, 

So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 

The accents his scarce-moving pale lips spoke ; 
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But Laira?8 Toice thou^ low, at first was dear 1105 

And calm, till munnuiing death gasped hoarsely near : 

But from his visage little could we guess. 

So unrepentant, dark, and passionless. 

Save that when struggling nearer to his last. 

Upon that page his eye was kindly cast; 1110 

And once as Kaled^s answering accents ceast. 

Rose Lanfs hand, and pointed to the East : 

Whether (as then the breaking sun from high 

Rolled back the clouds) the morrow caught his eye. 

Or that ^twas chance, or some remember'^d scene 1115 

That raised his arm to point where such had been. 

Scarce Kaled seemed to know, but turned away. 

As if his heart abhorred that coming day. 

And shrunk his glance before that morning light. 

To look on Lara'^s brow — where all grew night 1120 

Yet sense seemed left, though better were its loss ; 

For when one near displayed the absolving cross. 

And proffered to his touch the holy bead. 

Of which his parting soul might own the need. 

He looked upon it with an eye profane, 11S5 

And smiled — ^Heaven pardon ! if Were with disdain : 

And Kaled, though he spoke not, nor withdrew 

From Lara^s face his fix'd despairing view. 
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Vfiih brow repulsive, and with gesture swift, 

Flung back the hand which held the sacred pAj 1130 

As if such but disturbed the expiring man, 

Nor seem^'d to know his life but ttien bc^an, 

That life of Immortality, secure 

To none, save them whose faith in Christ is sure. 

XX. 

But gasping heaved the breath that Lara drew, 1135 

And dull the film along his dim eye grew ; 

His limbs stretched fluttering, and his head drooped o^er 

The weak yet still untiring knee that bore ; 

He pressed the hand he held upon his heart — 

It beats no more, but Kaled will not part 1140 

With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels in vain. 

For that faint throb which answers not again. 

" It beats !" — ^Away, thou dreamer ! he is gone— - 

It onoe was Lara which thou look^st upon. 

XXI. 

He gased, as if not yet had pass'd away 1145 

The haughty spirit of that humble day; 
And those around have roused him from his trance^ 
But cannot tear finom thence his fixed glance; 



58 LARA. Canto II. 

And when in raising him firom where he bore 

Within his arms the form that felt no more, 1150 

He saw the head his breast would still sustain,. 

Roll down like earth to earth upon the plain ; 

He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 

The glossy tendrils of his raven hair, 

But strove to stand and gaze, but reePd and fell, 1155 

Scarce breathing more than that he loved so well. 

Than that he loved ! Oh ! never yet beneath 

The breast of man such trusty love may breathe ! 

That trying moment hath at once revealed 

The secret long and yet but half-conoeal^d ; 1160 

In baring to revive that lifeless breast. 

Its grief seemed ended, but the sex confest ; 

And life returned, and Kaled felt no shame — 

What now to her was Womanhood or Fame ? 

XXII. 
And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 1166 

But where he died his grave was dug as deep ; 
Nor is his mortal slumber less profound. 
Though priest nor blessed, nor marble decked the mound; 
And he was moiun^d by one whose quiet grief. 
Less loud, outlasts a people^s for their chief. 1170 
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Vain was all question ask^d her of the past, 

And vain e^en menace — silent to the last ; 

She told nor whence, nor why she lefl behind 

Her all for one who seem^ but little kind. 

Why did she love him ? Curious fool ! — ^be still — 1175 

Is human love the growth of human will ? 

To her he might be gentleness ; the stem 

Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern, 

And when they love, your smilers guess not how 

Beats the strong heart, thougli less the lips avow. 1180 

They were not common links, th^t form'd the chain 

That bound to Lara Kaled's heart and brwi ; 

But that wild tale she brook'^d not to unfold. 

And seal'^d is now each lip that could have told. 

XXIII. 
They laid him in the earth, and on his breast, 1185 

Besides the wound that sent his soul to rest. 
They found the scattered dints of many a scar. 
Which were not planted ^ere in recent war ; 
Wherever had passed his summer years of life, 
It seems they vanished in a land of strife ; 1190 

But all unknown his glory or his guilt. 
These only told that somewhere blood was spilt. 



60 LARA. Canto II. 

And Ezzelin, who might have ipoke the past. 
Returned no more — ^that night appeared his last. 

XXIV. 

Upon that night (a peasants is the tale) 1195 

A Serf that crossed the intervening vale. 

When Cynthia^s light almost gave way to mom. 

And nearly v^^d in mist her waning horn ; 

A Serf, that rose betimes to thread the wood. 

And hew the bough that bought hb cfaUdren^s food. 

Passed by the river that divides the plain 1901 

Of Otho^s lands and Lara'^s broad domain : 

He heard a tramp— a horse and horseman broke 

From out the wood— before him was a doak 

Wrapt roimd some burthen at his saddle-bow, 1905 

Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow. 

Roused by the sudden sight at audi a time. 

And some foreboding that it might be crime. 

Himself unheeded watch'^d the stranger'^s course. 

Who reached the river, bounded from his horse, ISIO 

And lifting thence the burthen which he bore. 

Heaved up the bank, and dashed it fincmi the shore. 

Then paused, and looked, and tum'^d, and seemed to watch. 

And still another hurried glance would snatdh. 
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And follow with his step the stream that flowed, 1S15 

As if even yet too much its surface showed : 

At once he started, stooped, around him strown 

The winter floods had scattered heaps of stone ; 

Of these the heaviest thence he gather'^d there, 

And slung them with a more than oonunon care. 12S0 

Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen 

Himself might safely mark what this might mean ; 

He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast. 

And something glitter'^d starlike on the vest. 

But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk, 1225 

A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk : 

It rose again but indistinct to view. 

And left the waters of a purple hue. 

Then deeply disappeared : the horseman gazed 

Till ebb'd the latest eddy it had raised ; 1280 

Then turning, vaulted on his pawing steed, 

And mstant spurred hun into panting speed. 

His face was masked — the features of the dead. 

If dead it were, escaped the observer's dread ; 

But if in sooth a star its bosom bore, 1285 

Such is the badge that knighthood ever wore. 

And such ^tis known Sir Ezzelin had worn 

Upon the night that led to such a mom. 
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If thus he perished, Heaven reoeiTe his soul ! 

His undiscoverM limbs to ocean roll ; 1240 

And charity upon the hope would dwell 

It was not Lara^s hand by which he fell. 

XXV. 

And Ealed — Lara — Ezzelin, are gone, 

Alike without their monumental stone ! 

The first, all efforts vainly strove to wean 1245 

From lingering where her chieflain^s blood had been; 

Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 

Her tears were few, her wailing never loud ; 

But furious would you tear her from the spot 

Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 1250 

Her eye shot forth mth all the hving fire 

That haunts the dgress in her whelpless ire ; 

But left to waste her weary moments there. 

She talked all idly unto shapes of air, 

Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints, 1255 

And woos to listen to her fond complaints : 

And she would sit beneath the very tree 

Wliere lay his drooping head upon her knee ; 

And in that posture where she saw him fall, 

His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall ; 1260 
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And she had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 

And oil would snatch it from her bosom there, 

And fold, and press it gently to the ground, 

As if she stanch'*d anew some phantom'*s wound. 

Herself would question, and for him reply ; 1265 

Then rising, start, and beckon him to fly 

From some imaged spectre in pursuit ; 

Then seat her down upon some Undents root. 

And hide her visage with her meagre hand, 

Or trace strange characters along the sand— 1S70 

This could not last — she lies by him she loved ; 

Her tale untold— -her truth too dearly proved. 



65 



The event in section 24, Canto 2d> was suggested by the 
description of the death or rather burial of the Duke of 
Gandia. 

The most interesting and particular account of this mys- 
terious event, is given by Burchard ; and is in substance as 
follows : ''On the eighth day of June, the cardinal of Va- 
" lenza, and the duke of Gandia, sons of the pope, suj^ped 
'' with their mother^ Vanozza, near the church of S. Pietro 
'* ad vincula ; several other persons being present at the 
'' entertainment. A late hour approaching, and the cardinal 
'' having reminded his brother, that it was time to return to 
*' the apostolic palace, they mounted their horses or mules, 
*' with only a few attendants, and proceeded together as hx 
'^ as the palace of cardinal Ascanio Sforza, when the duke 
^* informed the cardinal, that before he returned home> he 
" had to pay a visit of pleasure. Dismissing therefore all 
" his attendants, excepting his siaffierop or footman, and a 
person in a mask, who had paid him a visit whilst at sup- 
per, and who, during the space of a month, or thereabouts^ 
previous to this time, had called upon him almost daily, 
at the apostolic palace, he took this person behind him on 
'' his mule, and proceeded to the street of the Jews, where 
** he quitted his servant, directing him to remain thcie until 
** a certain hour; when, if he did not return, he might repair 
'' to the palace. The duke then seated the person in the 
** mask behind him, and rode, I know not whither ; but in 
that night he was assassinated, and thrown into the river. 
The servant, after having been dismissed, was also 
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assaulted and mortally wounded j and although he was 
attended with great care, yet such was his situation, that 
'' he could give no intelligible account of what had befdien 
" his master. In the mornings the duke not having returned 
'' to the palace^ his servants began to be alarmed -, and one 
" of them informed the pontiff of the evening excursion of 
'* his sons^ and that the duke had not yet made his appear- 
'' ance. This gave the pope no small anxiety ; but he 
'* conjectured that the duke had been attracted by sotne 
'^ courtesan to pass the night with her, and not choosing ta 
" quit the house in open day, had waited till the following 
'' evening to return home. When, however, the evening 
" arrived, and he found himself disappointed in his expecta-* 
'^ tions, he became deeply afflicted, and began to make 
inquiries from different persons, whom he ordered ta 
attend him for that purpose. Amongst these was a man 
" named Giorgio Schiavoni, who, having discharged some 
'' timber from a bark in the river, had remained on board 
** the vessel to watch it, and being interrogated whether he 
had seen any one thrown into the river, on the nig^t 
preceding, he replied, that he saw two men on foot, who 
came down the street, and looked diligently about, to 
^* observe whether any person was passing. That seeing no* 
'^ one, they returned, and a short time afterwards two others- 
*f came, and looked around in the same manner as the 
*' former ; no person still appearing, they gave a sign to- 
'' their companions, when a man came, mounted on a white* 
'* horse, having behind him a dead body, the head and arms' 
'' of which hung on one side, and the foet on the other side* 
''of the horse; the two persons on foot supporting the 
** body, to prevent its falling. They thus proceeded towards- 
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** thai part> where the filth of the city is itfoally disdiarged 
** into the river, and turning the horse, with his tail towards 
** the water, the two persons took the dead hody by the 
** anns and feet, and with all their strength flung it into th^ 
** river. The person on horsebadc then asked if they had 
^ thrown it in, to which they replied, Signar^ si. (yes. Sir.) 
** He then looked towards the river, and seeing a mantle 
^ floating on the stream, he inquired what it was that 
^ appeared black, to which they answered, it was a mantle ; 
** and one of them threw stones upon it, in consequence of 
** which it sunk. The attendants of the pontiff then in- 
^ quired from Giorgio, why he had not revealed this to the 
** governor of the city ; to which he replied, that he had 
** seen in his time a hundred dead bodies thrown into the 
** river at the same place, without any inquiry being made 
** respecting them, and that he had not, therefore, con« 
** ndered it as a matter of any importance. The fishermen 
** and seamen were then collected and ordered to search the 
** river, where, on the following evening, they found the 
« body of the duke; with his habit entire, and thirty ducats 
** in his purse. He was pierced with nine wounds, one of 
^ which was in his throat, the others in his head, body, and 
•* limbs. No sooner was the pontiff informed of the death 
*' of his son, and that he had been thrown, like filth, into 
** the river, than giving way to his grief, he shut himself up 
«< in a chamber, and wept bitterly. The cardinal of Segovia^ 
** and other attendants on the pope, went to the door, and 
** after many hours spent in persuasions and exhortations, 
** prevailed upon him to admit them. From the evening of 
** Wednesday, till the following Saturday, the pope took no 
food; nor did he.. sleep from Thursday morning till the 
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« same liour on the ensuing day. At length, however, 
« giWng way to the entreaties of his attendants, he began to 
** restrain his sorrow, and to consider the ii\iiiry which his 
« own health might sustain, by the further indulgence of his 
*' gne{:'^Roscoe's Leo Tenth, Vol. t.page 2(55. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



*'Thb grand army of the Turks (in 1715), under tht 
^ Prime Vizier, to open to themselves a way into the 
^ heart of the Morea, and to form the siege of Napoli di 
** Uomauia, the most considerable place in all that coun- 
^ try*, thought it best in the first place to attack Corinth| 
** upon which they made several storms. The garriso 
'* being weakened, and the governor seeing it was impos- 
^' tihle to hold out against so mighty a force, thought fit 
'* to beat a parley : but while they were treating about 
^ die articles, one of the magazines in the Turkbh camp, 
** wherein they had six hundred barrek of powder, blew 



* Nftpoli di RomAiiia b not now the most connderable place in tlie Mo- 
bat Tripolitza, where the Pacha resides, and maintains bis gOTemmeot. 
li is near Argos. I visited all three in 1810-1 1 ; and in the coarse of 
joomejing throagh the country from my first arrival in 1809, I crossed the 
Istfanns dght times in my way from Attica to the Morea, orer the moon* 
t^ns, orfn the other direction, when passing from the Gulf of Athens to that 
of Lepanto. Both the routes are picturesque and beautiful, though very 
Afferent: that by sea has more sameness, but the voyage being ahvayt 
withm ^ht of land, and often very near it, presents many attractive vkwt 
of the isUnds Salamis, M^aui, Poro, &c and the coast of the con t inen t . 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

^ up by accidenty ii hereby six or seven huDclred men 
** were killed r which so enraged the infidels, that they 
** would not grant any capitulation, but stormed the 
** place with so much fury, that the\ to* k it. and put 
** most of the garrison, with Signior N'inotti, the gover- 
** norj to the sword. Tlie rest, with Antonio Bembo^ 
** proveditor extraordinary, were made prisoners of war.'' 

History of the Turks, vol. iii. p. 151. 
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I. 

Many a vanished year and age, 

And tempest's breath, and battle's rage. 

Have swept o'er Corinth; yet she stands 

A fortress formed to Freedom's hands. 

The whirlwind's wrath, the earthquake's shock, 5 

Have left untouched her hoary rock. 

The keystone of a land, which still. 

Though falPn, looks proudly on that hiH, 

The land«mark to the double tide 

nrhat purpling rolls on either side, 10 

As if their waters chafed to meet. 

Yet pause and crouch beneadi her feet. 

But could the blood before her shed 

Since first Timoleon's brother bled. 
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Or baffled Persia's despot fled, 15 

Arise from out the earth which drank 

The stream of slaughter as it sank, 

That sanguine ocean would overflow 

Her isthmus idly spread below : 

Or could the bones of all the slun, 20 

Who perished there, be piled again. 

That rival pyramid would rise 

More mountain-like, through those clear skiea. 

Than yon tower-capt Acropolis 

lYhich seems the very clouds to kiss. S5 

!!• 

On dun Citbaeron*^ ridge appears 

The gleam of twice ten thousand spears ; 

And downward to the Isthmian pUdn 

From shore to shore of either main. 

The tent is pitched, the crescent shines SO 

Along the Moslem's leaguering lines ; 

And the dusk Spahi's bands advance 

Beneath each bearded pasha's glance ; 

And far and wide as eye can reach 

The turbaned cohorts throng the beach ; 34 
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% 

And there the Arab's camel kneels, 

And there his steed the Tartar wheels; 

The Turcoman hath left his herd\ 

The sabre round his loins to gird ; 

And there the volleying tliunders pour, 40 

Till waves grow smoother to the roar. 

The trench is dug, the cannon's breath 

M^ings the far hissing globe of death ; 

Fast whirl the fragments from tlie wall, 

Which crumbles with the ponderous ball ; 45 

And from that wall the foe replies. 

O'er dusty plain and smoky skies. 

With fires that answer fast and well 

The summons of the Infidel. 

III. 
But near and nearest to the wall 50 

Of those who wish and work its fall. 
With deeper skill in war's black art 
Than Othman's sons, and high of heart 
As any chief that ever stood 

Triumphant in the fields of blood ; 55 

From post to post, and deed to deed,' 
Fast spurring on his reeking steed. 
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Where sallying ranks the trench 

And make the foremost Moslem qitail ;. 

Or where the battery guarded well, ' 60 

Remains as yet iiupregnable, 

Alightiug cheerly to inspire 

The soldier slackening in his fire ; 

The first and freshest of the host 

Which Stamboid's sultan there can boaat, 65 

To guide the follower o'er the field. 

To point the tube, the lance to wieid, 

Or whirl around the bickering blade;— 

Was Alp, the Adrian renegade ! 

IV. 

From Venice— once a race of worth 10 

His gentle sires — he drew his birth; 

But late an exile from her shore. 

Against his countrymen he bore 

The' arms they Caught to bear; and nov 

The turbbn girt his shai^en brow. 75 

Through many a change bed Corinth passed 

With Greece to Venice' rule at htH; 

And here, before her waUs, with those 

To Greece and Venice e^jtml foe«. 
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He stood a foe, with all the teal BO 

Which young and fiery conferts feel, 

Within whose heated bosom throngs 

The memory of a thousand wrongs. 

To him had Venice ceased to be 

Her ancient ciric boast-^^ the Free ;" 85 

And in the palace of St. Mark 

Unnamed accusers in the dark 

Withm the ** Lion's mouth" had placed 

A charge against him uneffaced: 

He fled in time, and saved his life, 90 

To wasle his future years iu strife. 

That taught his land how great her loss 

In him who triumphed o'er the Cross, 

'Gainst which he reared the CresceoC high, 

And battled to avenge or die. 95 

V, 

Coumourgi^ — he whose closiiig scene 

Adorned the triumph of Eugene, 

When on Carlowitz' bloody pkon 

The last and mightiest of the slain 

He sank, regretting not to die, 100 

But curst the Christian's viciorT— * 
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Coumourgi — can his glory cease, 

« 

That latest conqueror of Greece, 
1111 Christian hands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave of yore ? 105 

A hundred years have rolled away 
' Since he refixed the Moslem's sway; 
And now he led the Mussulman, 
And gave the guidance of the van 
To Alp, who well repaid tlie trust 1 10 

By cities levelled with die dust ; 
And proved, by many a deed of death. 
How firm his heart in novel faith* 

VL 

The walls grew weak ; and fast and hot 

Against them poured the ceaseless shot, 115 

With unabating fury sent 

From battery to battlement; 

And thunder-like the pealing din 

Rose from each heated culverin ; 

And here and there some crackling dome ISO 

Was fired before the explodii^ bomb; 

And as the fabric sank beneath 

The shattering dieirs volcanic breath, 
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In red and wreathing columns flashed 

The flame, as loud die ruin crashed, 125 

Or into countless meteors driven. 

Its earth-stars melted into heaven ; 

Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun, 
Impervious to the hidden son, 
With volumed smoke that slowly grew ISO 

To one wide sky of sulphurous hue. 

VIL 

But not for vengeance, long delayed, 
Alone, did Alp, the renegade. 
The Moslem warriors sternly teach 

His skill to pierce the promised breach: 1S5 

Within these walls a maid was pent 

His hope would win, without consent 

Of that inexorable sire, 

Whose heart refused him in its ire. 

When Alp, beneath his Christian name, 140 

Her virgin hand aspired to claim. 

In happier mood, and earlier time, 

While unimpeached for traitorous crime, 

Gayest in gondola or hall. 

He glittered through the Carnival ; 145 
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And tuned the softest serenade 
That e'er on . Adria's waters played 
At midnight to Italian aakt 

VIIL 
And many deemed her heart was won; 
For sought by Dumbers, giveii to iio9i», .150 

Had young Francesca's haad jeniained 
Still by the church's bonds unchained : 
And when the Adriatic, bore 
lAnciotto to the Payoim shore, 
Her wonted smiles were seen to fail, 155 

And pensive waxed the maid aimI pale ; 
More constant at confessional. 
More rare at.masque and festival ; 
Or seen at fuch, with downcast eyes. 
Which conquered hearts they ceased to prize :. 160 
With listless Ipok she seems to gaze; 
With humbler care her form arrays ; 
Her voice less lively in the song ; 
Her step, though light, less fleet among 
Tlie pairs, oo whom the Morning's |;lance 165 

Breaks, yet unsated with the dance. 
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IX. 

Sent by the state to guard the land, 

(Which, wrested from the MosIem^s band. 

While Sobieski tamed his pride 

By Buda's wall and Danube*8 aide, 1 70 

The chiefs of Venice wrung away - 

From Patra to Eubcea's bay,) 

Minotti held in Corinth's towen 

The Doge's delegated powers. 

While yet the pitying eye of Peace i 75 

Smiled o*er her long forgotten Greece : 

And ere that faithless truce was broke 

Which freed her from the unchristian yoke, 

With him his gentle daughter came ; 

Nor there, since Menelaus' dame 180 

Forsook her lord and land, to prove 

What woes await on lawless love, 

Had feirer form adorned the shore 

Than she, the matchless stranger, bore. 

X. 

The wall is rent, the ruins yawn ; 185 

And, with to-morrow's earliest dawn, 
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O'er the disjointed mass shall vault 

The foremost of the fierce assault. 

The bands are ranked ; the chosen vau 

Of Tartar and of Mussulman, 190 

The full of hope, misnamed ** forlorn/' 

Who hold the thought of death in scorn. 

And win their way with falchions' force, 

Or pave the patli with many a corse. 

O'er which the following brave may rise, 195 

Their stepping-stone — the last who dies! 

XL 
^Tis midnight : on the mountain's brown 
The cold, round moon shines deeply down ; 
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on high, 2(X> 

Bespangled with those isles of light. 
So wildly, spiritually bright ; 
Who ever gazed upon them shining, 
And turned to earth without repining, 
Nor wibhed for wings to flee away, 205 

And mix with their eternal ray ? 
The waves on eidier shore lay there 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air; 
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And scarce their foaoi thejiebblac shook. 

But murmured meekly as the brook. 210 

The winds were pillowed on the waves ; 

The banners drooped along their staves^ 

Andy as they fell around them furling, 

Above tbem shone the crescent curling ; 

And that deep silence was unbroke, 215 

Save where the watch his signal spoke. 

Save where the steed neighed oft and shrill, 

And echo answered from the hill. 

And the wide hum of that wild host 

Rustled like leaves from coast to coast, 220 

As rose the Muezzin's voice in air 

In midnight call to wonted prayer ; 

It rose, that chaunted mournful strain. 

Like some lone ^pirifs o'er the plain : 

'Twas musical, but sadly swee^ 2Z5 

Such as when winds and harp-strings meet. 

And take a long unmeasured tone. 

To mortal minstrelsy unknown. 

It seemed to those within the wall 

A cry prophetic of their fall: 230 

It struck even the besieger's ear 

With something ominous and drear. 



An undefined and snddeA thrift, 

Which makes tUe ht^rt a momeMkt stilly 

Then beat with qtiicker ptdse, ashaihed 235 

Of that strange sense it's sileitc^ framed ; 

Such as a stiddbti j[>assin^^4>ell 

Wakes, though biit for a flftrknger*^ kitfefi: 

The teilt of Alp was on the shbrie ; 

The sound was hnshed, the prayer was o'er; 240 

The watch was set, the night-round made. 

All mandates issued and obeyed : 

'Tis but another anitioQ^ night, 

His pains the morrow may reqvote 

With all revenge and lote can p^y-, £45 

In guerdon for their long d^lay. 

Few hours remain, and he hath ncfed 

Of rest, to nerve for many a deed 

Of slaughter ; but within his soul 

The thoughts like troubled waters 'roA. 250 

He stood alone iamong the host ; 

Not his the loud flinatic boast 

To plant the crescent o'er the crOirs^ 

Or rifik a life with tiltt^ l<^ss, 
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Secure in paradise to be 255 

By Houris loved immortally : 
Nor hisy what burning patriots fee). 
The stern exaltedness of zeal. 
Profuse of blood, untired in toil. 
When battling on t^e parent soil. 260 

He stood alone — ^ renegade 
Against the country he betraye4 ; 
He stood alone amidst his band, 
Without a trussed hearf or hand : 
They foUo>ved him, for he was bravQ, 265 

And great the spoil he got and gave; 
They crouched to him, for he had skill 
To warp and wield t^e vulgsur will : 
But still his Christian origip 

With them was little less than sia. 270 

They envied evc^i the faithless fame 
He earned beneaih a Moslem nanxe ; 
Since he, theijr mightiest chief, ha(^ been 
In youth a bitter Nazareue. 

They did not know how pride can stoop, 275 

When baffled feelings withering droop; 
They did not know how hate can burn 
In hearts qnce changed from soft to stem ; 

c 2 
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Nor all the false and fatal zeal 

The convert of reven<^e can feel. 280 

He ruled them — man may rule the worst. 

By ever daring to be first : 

So lions o*er the jackal sway; 

The jackal points, he fflls the prey, 

Tlien on the vulgar yelling press, 285 

To gorge the relics of success. 

XIII. 

His head grows fevered, and his pulse 

The quick successive throbs convulse i 

In vain from side to side he throws 

His form, in courtship of repose ; 290 

Or if he dozed, a sound, a start 

Awoke him with a sunken heart 

The turban on his hot brow pressed. 

The mail wdgbed lead-like on his breas^ 

Though oft and long beneath its weight 295 

Upon his eyes had slumber sate, 

Without or couch or canopy. 

Except a rougher field and sky 

Than now m^ht yield a warrior's bed^ 

Than bow along the heaven was spread. 900 
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He could not rest, he could not stay 

Within his tent to wait for daj. 

But walked him forth along the sand. 

Where thousand sleepers strewed the strand* 

What pillowed them i and why should he 305 

More wakeful than the humblest be ? 

Since more their .peril, worse their toil. 

And yet they fearless dream of spoil ; 

While he alone, nhere thousands passed 

A night of sleep, perchance their last^ 310 

In sickly vigil wandered on. 

And envied all he gazed upon. 

XIV. 

He felt his soul become more light 

Beneath the freshness of the night. 

Cool was the silent sky, though calm, S15 

And bathed his brow with airy balm : 

Behind, the camp — before him lay. 

In many a winding creek and bay, 

Lepanto*s gulf; and» on the brow 

Of Delphi's hill, unshaken snow, 320 

High and eternal, such as shone 
Through thousand summers brightly gone, 
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Along the guff, the inbiiiit/ tKe cUtie ; 

It will not melt, like kfaan, to^tlnlie: 

Tyrant and slave are swept awky, 325 

Lel^s fonned to wesir'b^fbre^the riiy; 

But that ^hite veil, the lightest, frailly 

Which on the mighty mOtint'tbbn hail'efSt, 

While tower )Mid tree are tbhi dbd Tcltft, 

Shines o'er' its ' craggy b^f tlem^ht ; 3 30 

In form a pealc, in height a cloud. 

In texture like a hovering shroud, 

Thus high by parting Freedom 'Spread, 

As from her fond 'ito'de she fled. 

And lingered on the spot, where long 335 

Her prophet spirit sp^e in song. 

Oh, still her dtep ^t moments falters 

O'er withered fields, and ruined altars. 

And fain would wale, in souls tdo'^dlb^h, 

By pointing to ea(ih gloiidus tbkl^h. 340 

But vain her voice, till better daj's 

Dawn in those yet remefmliered irifs 

Which shone upon the Persian' fiyiiig. 

And saw the Spartan smile in dying. 



XV. 

Not.nupdless qf th^se ini^ty imea 345 

Was Alpy despite his flight aod crimes; 

And through this night, as on he wainlere^ 

Ami o'er the past and present ,poj[^leredy 

And thought upon the .glorious dead 

Who there in better cause had bled. 350 

He felt how faint and feebly dim 

The fametli^t could accrue to .him, 

Who cheered the band, and waved the sword, 

A traitor in a turbaned horde ; 

And led them to the lawless siege, 355 

Whose best success were sacrilege. 

Not so had those his fancy numbered, 

The chiefs whose dust around him slumbereci; 

Their f phalanx. n^arshalled on the jplain. 

Whose bulwarks were not then in vain. 360 

They fell devoted, but undyipg ; 

The very, gale their names seemed sighing : 

tThe waters murmured of .their name: 

The^wpqds were peopled with their fame; 

The silent pillar, Ipne.and gray, 365 

Claimed kindred, with their sacred c)a;; 
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Their spiriU wrapt the dusky mountain, 
Their memory sparkled o*er the fountain ; 

• 

The meanest rill^ the mightiest river 

Rolled mingling with their fame for ever. 370 

Despite of every yoke she bears. 

That laud is glory's still and theirs ! 

Tis still a watch- word to the earth. 

When man wduld do a deed of wordi. 

He points to Greece, aud turns to tread, 375 

So sanctioned, on the tyrant's head : 

He looks to lier, and rushes on 

Where life is lost, or freedom won. 

XVI. 
Still by the shore Alp mutely mused, 
And wooed the freshness Night diffused. S80 

There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea ^ 
Which changeless rolls eternally ; 
So that wildest of waves, in their angriest mood. 
Scarce break on the bounds of the land for ar rood ; 
And the powerless moon beholds th^m flow, 385 
Heedless if she come or go : 
Calm or high, in main or bay, 
On their course she hath no sway. 
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The rock onwom its base doth bare. 

And looks o'er the surfy but it cooies not there; 390 

And the fringe of the foam may be seen below. 

On the line that it left loi^ ages ago : 

A smooth short space of yellow sand 

Between it and the greener laud. 

He wandered on, along the beach, 39^ 

Till within the range of a carbine's reach 
Of the leagiiered wall ; but they saw him not. 
Or how could he 'scape from tiie hostile shot f 
Did traitors lurk in the Christians' hold i 
Were their hands grown stiff, or their hearts waxed 
cold i 400 

I know not, in sooth; but from yonder wall . 
lliere flashed no fire, and there hissed no ball, 
Though he stood beneath the bastion's frown. 
That flanked the sea-ward gate of the town; 
Though he heard the sound, and could almost tell 
The suUen words of the sentinel, 406 

As his measured step. on the stone below 
Clanked, as he paced it to and fro ; 
And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 
Hold o'er the dead their carnival. 410 
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Gorging and growliiig o'er . carcase And limhf 
They were too busy tOrbark at him! 
From a Tartar'9 «kull they bad ftripped thetfleahy 
As ye peel the % when itaJniit is freah ; 414 

And their white tusks crunched oW the whiter ^kuU^, 
As it slipped through their jaws, when dicir edge 

grew dull, 
As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead^ 
l^^hen they scarce could rise from the apot where 

they fed; 
So well had they broken a liugering fast 
With those who had fallen for that night's repast. 420 
^And Alp knew, by the turbanatbat rcdled on the sand. 
The foremost of these were the beftt of his band : 
Crimson and green were the ehawls of their, wear, 
And each scalp had a aipglelong tuft i^f b^«^ 
All the rest -was shaven and bare. 425 

T3ie scalps were in the ^wild dog's maw. 
The hair was tangled round his jaw. 
But close by. the shore, on the edge of the gnlf. 
There sat a vulture flapping a wolf, 
Who had stolen from* the bills, but kept away, 430 
Scared by the dogs,'lrom> the human prey ; 
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But he seized on hb share of m steed >thmt hiY, 
Picked by the birds, on the ^ands of the -buy. 

xvn. 

Alp turned* htm from the sickening ^ight: 

Never hid shaken his ner\-es in fight ; Ii35 

^BtDK he better could brook to b^otd the dying, 

Deep in the tide of their warm Mood lying, 

Scorched with the death^^thirst, and writhidg in Tahi, 

Thiin the perishing dead wha are. past allr pain. 

There is something of pride in the perilous hour, 4i0 

Whatever be the shape in which death may lower; 

For Fame is there to say who Meeds, 

And Honour's eye on darii^ deeds ! 

But when all is paSt, it is biimbliBg 4o tr^ad 

0*er the weltering field of the tombless^deiKi, 1^45 

And see worms of the eti<th,'and'fowls'iof tfae'iir, 

Beasts of the forest, all gathering there; 

AH regarding man as their prey. 

All rejoicing in his decay. 

XVIII. 

There is a temple in ruin stands, ^450 

Fashioned by long forgotten hands ; 
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Two or three colanmsy and many a atone, * 

Marble and grauij^e, with grass o'ergrown ! 

Out upon Time ! it will leave no more 

Of the things to come than the things before ! 455 

Out upon Tim^j who for ever will leave 

But enough of the past for the future to gfiere * 

O'er that which had) been, and o'er that which muat be : 

What we have seen, our sons shall see ; 

Remnants of things that have passed away, 460 

Fragments of stone, reared by creatures of clay! 

XIX. 

He sate him down at a pillar's base. 

And passed his hand athwart his face ; 

Like one in dreary musing mood, 

Reclining was his attitude; 465 

His head was drooping on his breast. 

Fevered, throbbing, and opprest ; 

And o'er his brow^ so downward bent. 

Oft his beating fingers went, 

Hurriedly, as you may see 470 

Your own run over the ivory key. 

Ere the measured tone is taken 

By the chords you would awaken. 
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There he sate all heavily. 

As he heard the night- wind sigh. 475 

Was it the wind, through some hollow stone % 

Sent that soft and tender moan i 

He lifted hb head, and he looked on die sea. 

But it was unrippled as glass may be ; 

He looked on the long grass — it waved not a blade; 

How was that gentle sound conveyed i 481 

He looked to the banners — each flag lay still, 

« 

So did the leaves on Citlueron's hiil| 

And he felt not a breath come over his cheek ; 

What did that sudden sound bespeak i 435 

He turned to the left — is he sure of sight f 

There sate a lady, youthfal and bright ! 

XX. 

He started up with more of fear . 

Than if an armed foe were near. 

^ God of my fathers ! what is here i 490 

'' Who art thou, and wherefore sent 

^ So near a hostile armament?^ 

Hb trembling hands refused to s^n 

Tlie cross he deemed no more divine: 
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He had resumed it in that hour, 4dS 

But conscience wrung away the paw^. 

He gqzed» he saw : he knew the hi;t 

Of beauty, and the forin of grace; 

It was Francesca by his side. 

The maid who might have been his bride ! 500 

The rose was yet upon her cheek. 

But mellowed with a tenderer streak : 

Where was the play of her soft lips fled i 

Gone was the smile that enlivened their red. 

The ocean's calm within their view, 605 

Beside her eye had less of blue ; 

But like that cold wave it stood still. 

And its glance, though clear, was chill. 

Around her form a thin robe twining. 

Nought concealed her bosom ahining; 510 

llirough the parting of her hair. 

Floating darkly downward there. 

Her rounded arm showed white and bare : 

And ere yet she made replyt 

Once she raised her band on high ; 515 

It was so wan, and transparent of hue. 

You might have seen the moon shine tlirough. 
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XXL 
^ I come from my rest to him I lote besty 
^ That I may be hap|]^, and he may be bleat. 
'^ I have passed the gnardsi tb^ gate^ tbe wall; 59,0 
*^ Sought thee in safety through fbes and all. 
'^ Tis said the lion will turh iknd flee 
^* From a maid in the pride of her purity; 

'^ And the Power on high, that cim shield the good 

<' Thus froni the tyrant of the wood, 525 

^ Hath extended its mercy to guard me as well 

^' From the hands of the leaguering infidel. 

'' I come — and if I come in vain^ 

'' Never, oh taever, we meet again } 

'^ Thou hast done a fearful deed 530 

*' In falling away from thy father's creed : 

'^ But dash that turban to earth, and sign 

^ The sign of the cross, lind for ever be mine; 

*^ Wring the black drop from thy heart, 

*^ And to-morrow unites as no more to pairt." 535 

** And where should oor bridal couch be spread i 
^ In the 'midst of the dying and the dead i 
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'< For to-morrow M'e give to the slaughter and flame 

" The sons and the shrines of the Christian name* 

" None, save thou and tliine, I've sworn 640 

'' Shall be left upon the mom : 

** But thee will I bear to a lovely spot, 

** Where our hands shall be joined, and our sorrow 

forgot. 
'* There thou yet shalt be my bride, 
*^ When once again I've quelled the pride 545 

** Of Venice ; and her hated race 
** Have felt the arm they would debase 
^ Scourge, with a whip of scorpions, those 
*' Whom vice and envy made my foes." 

Upon his hand she laid her own — 550 

Light was the touch, but it thrilled to the bone, 

And shot a chillness to his heart, 

Which fixed him beyond the power to start. 

Though slight was that grasp so mortal cold. 

He could not loose him from its hold; 55$ 

But never did clasp of one so dear 

Strike on the pulse with such feeliug of fear. 

As those thin fingers, long and white. 

Froze through his blood by their touch that night. 
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The feverish glow of hb brow was gone^ 560 

And his heart sank so still that it felt like stone. 

As he looked on the face, and beheld its hue 

So deeply changed from what he knew : 

Fair but faint — without the ray 

Of mind, that made each feature play 565 

Like sparkling waves on a sunny day ; " * 

And her motionless lips lay still as death, - 

And her words came forth without her breath, 

And there rose not a heave o'er her bosom's swell, 

And there seemed not a pulse in her vieins to dwelL 

Though her eye shone out, yet the lids were fixed, 571 

And the glance that it gave was wild and unmixed 

With aught of change, as the eyes may seem 

Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream ; 

Like the figures on arras, that gloomily glare 575 

Stirred by the breath of the wintry air. 

So seen by the dying lamp's fitful light. 

Lifeless, but Ufe-like, and awful to sight ; 

As they seem, through the dimness, about to come 

down 
From the shadowy wall where their images frown ; 
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Fearfally flitting to and fro, ' -581 

As the gusts db the tapestry come and go. 

'^ If not for love of me be givea * 

** Thus much, then, for the love of heaven, — 

** Again 1 say—that turban tear 585 

** From oiF thy faithless brow, and swesr 

^ Thine injured country^s sons to' spare, 

** Or thou art lost; and never shalt see 

'' Not earth — that's past — but heaven or me, 

*' If this thou dost accord, albeit 590 

''A heavy doom 'tis thine to meet, 

^* That doom shall half absolve thy sm, 

^ And mercy's ^ate may receive tbee within: 

** But pause one moment more, and take 

** The curse of him thou didst forsake ; 595 

" And look once more to heaven, and see 

'' Its love for ever shut from thee. 

*^ There is a light oloud by the moon—' 

*' 'Tis passing, and will pass full soon-— 

** If, by the time its vapoury sail COO 

^' Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil, • 
** Thy heait within thee is not changed, 
** Then God and man are both avenged ; 
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^ Dark will thy doom be, darker still 

'' Tbioe immortality of ill.'' 605 

Alp looked to heaven, and saw on high 

The sign she spake of in the sky ; 

But his heart was swollen, and turned aside, 

By deep interminable pride. 

This first false passion of his breast 610 

Rolled like a torrent o'er the rest. 

He sue for mercy ! He dismayed 

By wild words of a timid maid ! 

He, wronged by Venice, vow to save 

Her sons, devoted to the grave! 615 

No— though that cloud were thunder's wors^ 

And charged to crush him-^-let it burst ! 

He looked upon it earnestly, 
Without an accent of reply ; 

He w«tched it passing ; it is flown : 620 

full on his eye the clear moon shone, 
And thus he spake—'' Whate'er my fatCj 
^ I am no changeling — 'tis too late : 
^ The reed in storms may bow and quiver, 
^ Then rise agam ; the tree must shiver. 625 

D 2 
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'' What Venice made me, I mu5t be, 

'' Her foe in all, save love to tbee : 

" But thou art safe : oh, fly with me !" 

He turned, but she is gone ! 

Nothing is there but the column stone. 630 

Hath she sunk in the earth, or melted in ur? 

He saw not, he knew not ; but nothing is there. 

xxn. 

The night is past, and shines the sun 

As if that mom were a jocund one. 

Lightly and brightly breaks away <5S 

The Morning from her mantle greyy 

And the Noon will look on a sultry day. 

Hark to the trump, and the drum. 

And the mournful sound of the barbarous horn, 639 

And the flap of the banners, that flit as they're bohie, 

And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude's bum. 

And the clash, and the shout, ' they come, they come!' 

The horsetails' are plucked from the ground, and the 

sword 
From its sheath ; and they form, and but wait for the 

word. 
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Tartar, and Spahi, aud Turcoman, 645 

Strike your tents, and throng to the van ; 

Mount ye, spur ye, skirr the plain, 

That the fugitive may flee in vain. 

When he breaks from the town ; and none escape. 

Aged or young, in the Christian shape ; 650 

While your fellows on foot, in a fiery mass. 

Bloodstain the breach through which they pass. 

The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein ; 

Curved is e^ch neck, and flowing each mane ; 

White is th^ foam of their champ on the bit : 655 

The spears are uplifted ; the matches are lit; 

The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar, 

And crusli the wall they have crumbled before : 

Forms in his phalanx each Janizar; 

Alp at their head ; his right arm is bare, 660 

So is the blade of his scimitar ; 

The khan and the pachas are all at their post ; 

The vizier himself at the head of the host. 

When the culveriu's signal is fired, then on ; 

Leave not in Corinth a living one — 665 

A priest at her altars, a chief in her halls, 

A hearth in her mansions, a stone on her walls. 
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God and the prophet-^ Alia Hu! < 

Up to the skies with that wild balloo ! 

^ There the breach lies for passage, the ladder to 

scale; . ; : . . ^70 

'^ And your hands on your sabres, and how shoidd ye 

fail? * 

'' He who first. domrns widi the red crbsa teay'cfaVe 
'' His heart's dearest wish ; let him ask it, -and have!'' 
Thus uttered Coumobrgi, the dauntless vizier ; 
The reply was the brandish of sabre and spear, €75 
And the shout of fierce thousands in joyous ire :— - 
Silence-— hark to the signal«-fire ! 

• 

XXIU. 

As the wolves, that headlong go 

On the stately buffalo. 

Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar^ €80 

And hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore^ 

He tramples on earth, or tosses on high . i" 

The foremost, who rush on his strength but to die : 

Thus against the wall they went, 

Tims the first were backward bent; 685 

Many a bosom, sheathed in brass. 

Strewed the earth like broken glass, 
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Shivered by the shot^ that tore 

The ground whereon they moved no more : 

Even as they fell, in files they lay, 690 

Like the mower's grass at the close of day. 

When his work is done on the levelled plain ; 

Such was the fall of the foremost slain. 

XXIV. 
As the spring-tides, with heavy plash. 
From the cliffs invading dash 695 

Huge fragments, sapped by the ceaseless flow, 
Till white and thundering down they go. 
Like tlie avalanche's snow 
On the Alpine vales below; 

Thos at length, outbreathed and wom^ 700 

Corinth's sons were downward boma 
By the long and oft renewed 
Charge of the Moslem multitude* 
In firmness thev stood, and in masses they fell. 
Heaped, by the host of the infidel, 705 

Hand to hand, and tout to foot:. 
Nothing there, suve death, was mute ; 
Stroke, and thrast, and flash, and cry 
For quarter, or for victory, 
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Al ingle therewith the volleying thunder, 710 

Which makes the distant cities wonder 
^ How the sounding battle goes. 

If with them, or for their foes ; 

If they must mourn, or may rejoice 

In that annihilating voice, 715 

Which pierces the deep hills through and through 

With an echo dread and new : 

You might have heard it, on that day, 
..'O'er Salamis and Megara; 

(We l^ave heard the hearers say,) 720 

Even unto Piraeus bay. 

XXV. 

From the point of encountering blades to the hil^ 
Sabres and swords with blood were gilt: -^ 

But the rampart is won, and the spoil begun, 
And all but the after carnage done. 7^5 

Shriller shrieks now mingUng come 
' From within the plundered dome : 
Hark to the haste of flying feet, 
I'hat splash in the blood of the slippery street ; 
But here and there, where ^'antage ground 730 

Against the foe may still be found, 
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Desperate groups^ of twelve or ten. 

Make a pause, and turn again — 

With bandied backs against the wall. 

Fiercely stand, or fighting falL 735 

There stood an old man — his hairs were white. 

But his veteran arm was full of might : 

So gallantly bore he the brunt of the fray, 

The dead before him, on that day. 

In a semicircle lay ; . 740 

Still he combated unwounded. 

Though retreating, unsurrounded. 

Many a scar of former fight 

Lurked beneath his corslet bright ; 745 

But of every wound his body bore^ 

Each and all had been ta'en before : 

Though aged he was, so iron of limb. 

Few of our youth could cope with him; 

And the foes, whom he singly kept at bay, 

Outnumbered his thin hairs of silver gray. 750 

From right to left his sabre swept: 

Many an Othman mother wept 

Sons that were unborn, when dipped 
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His weapon first io Moslem gore. 

Ere his years could count a score* 755 

Of all he might have been the sire 

Who fell that day beneath his ire-: . . 

For, sonless left long years ago, 

His wrath made many a childless foe; 
' And since the day, when in the strait^ 760 

His only boy had met his fate. 

His parent's iron hand did doom 

More than a human hecatomb. . 

If shades by carnage be appeased, 

Patroclus' spirit less was pleased . 765 

Than his, Minotti's son, who died . . 

Where Asians bounds and ours divide* 

Buried he lay, where thousands before 

For thousands of years were inhumed on the shore : 

What of them is left, to tell 770 

Where they lie, and how they fell ? 
Not a stone on their turf, nor a bone in their graves; 
But they live in the verse that immortally saves. 

XXVI. 

Hark to the Allah shout ! a band 

Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand : 775 
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■ 

Their leader's nervous arm is bare. 
Swifter to smite, and never to spare- 
Unclothed to the shoulder it waves them on ; 
Thus in the fight is he ever known : 
Others a gaudier garb may show^ IBO 

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe ; 
Many a hand's on a richer Ulc, 
But none on a steel more ruddily gilt; 
Many a loftier turban may wear, — 
Alp is but known by the white arm bare ; ^S5 

Look through the thick of the fight, 'tis diere! 
There is not a standard on that shore 
So well advanced the ranks before ; ' 
There is not a baimer in Moslem war 
Will lure the Delhis half so far ; 790 

It glances like a falling star ! 
Where'er that mighty arm is seen, 
The bravest be, or late have been; 
There the craven cries for quarter 
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar ; 795 

Or the hero, silent lying. 
Scorns to yield a groan in dying ; 
Mustering his last feeble blow 
'Gainst the nearest levelled foe. 
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Though faint ben^th the mutual wouod, '800 

Grappling on tlie gory ground. 

XXVIL 
Still the old man stood erect, 
iVnd Alp's careejr a moment checked* 
^ Yield thee, Minotti ; quarter take, 
** For thine own, thy daughter's sake." 90S 

" Never, renegadp, never! 

^ Though the life of thy gift would last for ever.** 

" Francesca ! — Oh my prpmised bride ! 
** Must she too pierish by thy pride?" 

" She is safe."—*' Where? where?"—" In heaven; 810 

*' From whence thy traitor soul is driven^ — 

*' Far from thee, and undefiled." 

Grimly then Minotti smiled. 

As he saw Alp staggering bow 

Before his words, as with a blow. 815 

** Oh God ! when diedjBhp?"— " Yesternight— 

'* Nor weep I for her spirit's flight: 
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^ None of my pure race shall be 

*^ Slaves to Maliomet and thee — 

** Come onj" — That challenge is in vain — 820 

Alp's already with the slain ! 

While Minotti's words were wreaking 

More revenge in bitter speaking 

Than his falchion's point had found; 

Had the time allowed to wound, 825 

From within the neighbouiing porch 

Of a long defended church. 

Where the last and desperate few 

Would the failing fight renew. 

The sharp shot dashed Alp to the ground ; 830 

Ere an eye could view the wound 

That crashed through the brain of the infidel. 

Round he spun, and down he fell ; 

A flash like fire within his eyes 

Blazed, as he bent no more to rise, 8S5 

And then eternal darkness sunk 

Through all the palpitating trunk ; 

Nought of life left, save a quivering 

Where his limbs were slightly shivering: 

They turned him on his back ; his breast 840 

And brow were stained with gore and dust. 
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And through his lips the life-blood oozed. 

From its deep veins lately loosed; 

But in his pulse there was no throb. 

Nor on his lips one dying sob ; ^ St5 

Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath 

Heralded his way to death : 

Ere his very thought could pray, 

Unanealed he passed away, 

Without a hope from mercy's aid,-* 850 

To the last a renegade. 

XXVIII. 

Fearfully the yell arose 

Of his followers, and his foes ; 

These in joy, in fury those : 

Then again in conflict mixing, 855 

Clashing swords, and spears transfixing. 

Interchanged the blow and thrust, 

Hurling warriors in the dust 

Street by street, and foot by foot. 

Still Minotti dares dispute 860 

The latest portion of the land 

Left beneath his high command ; 
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With him^ aiding heart and hand. 
The remnant of his gallant band. 
Still the church is tenable, 865 

Whence issued late the fated ball 

That half avenged the city*8 fall, 
When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell : 
Thither bending sternly back, 

They leave before a bloody track; 870 

And, with their faces to the foe, 
Dealing wounds with every blow. 
The chief, and his retreating train, 
Join to those within the fane: 

There they yet may breathe awhile, 875 

Sheltered by the massy pile. 

XXIX. 

Brief breathing-time! the turbaned host. 

With added ranks and raging boast. 

Press onwards with such strength and heat. 

Their numbers balk their own retreat ; 880 

For narrow the way that led to the spot* 

Where still the Christians yielded not; 

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try 

Through the massy column to turn and fly ; 

They perforce must do or die. 885 
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They die ; but ere their eyes could close 

Avengers o'er their bodies rose ; 

Fresh and furious^ fast they fill 

The ranks unthinned, though slaughtered still; 

And faint the weary Christians wax 81*0 

Before the still renewed attacks : 

And now the Othmans gain the gate ; 

Still resists its iron weight, 

And still, all deadly aimed and hot. 

From every crevice comes the shot ; 895 

From every shattered window pour 

The volleys of the sulphurous shower : 

But the portal wavering grows and weak — 

The iron yields, the hinges creak — 

It bends — it falls — and all is o'er ; 900 

Lost Corinth may resist no more ! 

XXX. 

Darkly, sternly, and all alone, 

Minotti stood o'er the altar stone : 

Madonna's face upon him shone. 

Painted in heavenly hues above, 905 

With eyes of light and looks of love ; 
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And placed upon that holy shrine 

To fix our thoughts on things divinei 

When pictured there, we kneeling see 

Her, and the boy-God on her knee, 910 

Smiling sweetly on each prayer 

To heaven, as if to waft it there. 

Still she smiled ; even now she smiles, 

Though slaughter streams along her aisles : 

Minotti lifted his aged eye, 915 

And made the sign of a cross with a sigh, 

Then seized a torch which blazed thereby ; 

And still lie stood, while, with steel and flame. 

Inward and onward the Mussulman came. 

XXXL 

The vaults beneath the mosaic stone 920 

Contained the dead of ages gone ; 

Their names were on the graven floor, 

But now illegible with gore ; 

The carved crests, and curious hues 

The varied marble's veins diffuse, 925 

Were smeared, and slippery — stained, and strown 

With broken swords, and helms o'erthrown : 

E 
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There were dead above, and tbe dead below 

Lay cold in many a coffined row ; 

You might see them filed in sable state, 930 

By a pale light through a gloomy grate; 

But War had entered their dark caves. 

And stored along the vaulted graves 

Her sulphurous treasures, diickly spread 

In massea by the fleshless dead : 935 

Here, throughout the siege, had been 

The Christians' chiefest magazine; 

To these a late formed train now led, 
MinottTs last and stern resource 

Against the foe's overwhelming force. 940 

xxxn. 

The foe came on, and few remain 

To strive, and those must strive-in vain: 

For lack of further lives, to slake 

The thirst of vengeance now awake^ 

With barbarous blows they gash tbe dead, 945 

And lop the already lifeless head. 

And fell the statues from their niche. 

And spoil tbe shrines of offerings rich, 
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And ffam each ctiiei's nide bands wreit 

The silver vessels saints had blesaed. 950 

To the high altar on they go ; 

Oh, but it made a glorious show! 

On its table still behold • 

The cup of consecrated gold ; ' 

Massy- and deep, a glittering priee, 9^ 

Brightly it sparkles to plunderers' e^s: ' 

That mom it held the holy wine, ' 

Converted by Christ to his blood so dime. 

Which his worshippers drank at the hr^k of day, 

To shrive their souls ere they joined in the fray. 960 

Still a few drops within it lay^ 

And round the sacred table glow 

Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid' row, 

From the purest metal cast; 

A spoil — the richest, and ike last; 965 

XXXIIL . 

So near they came, the nearest stretched 
To grasp the spoil he almost reached, 

When old Minotti's hand 
Touched with tha torch die train — 

'Tis fired! 970 

S 2 



$2 THE SIEGE OF CORINTH. 

Spire, vaults, the shrine, the spoil, the slain. 
The turbaned victors, the Christian band. 
All that of living or dead remain. 
Hurled on high with the shivered fane. 

In one wild roar expired ! 975 

The shattered town — the walls thrown down-— 
The waves a moment backward bent— 
The hills that shake, although unrent, 

As if an earthquake passed — 
The thousand shapeless things all driven 980 

In cloud and Hame athwart the heaven. 

By that tremendous blast- 
Proclaimed the desperate conflict o'er 
On that too long afflicted shore : 
Up to the sky like rockets go 985 

All that mingled there below : 
Many a tall and goodly man. 
Scorched and shrivelled to a span. 
When he fell to earth again 

Like a cinder strewed the plain : 99O 

Down the ashes shower like rain ; 
Some fell in the gulf, which received the sprinkles 
With a thousand circling wrinkles; 
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Some fell on the shore, but, fkr awaji 

Scattered o'er the isthmus lay ; 995 

Christian or Moslem, M'hich be they i 

Let their mothers see and say ! 

When in cradled rest they lay, 

And each nursing mother Amiled 

On the sweet sleep of her child, 000 

Little deemed she such a day 

Would rend those tender limbs away. 

Not the matrons that them bore 

Could discern their offspring more ; 

That one moment left no trace 1005 

More of human form or face 

Save a scattered scalp or bone : 

And down came blazing rafters, strown 

Around, and many a falling stone, 

Deeply dinted in the clay, 1010 

All blackened there and reeking lay. 

All the living things that heard 

That deadly earth shock disappeared : 

The vrild birds flew ; the wild dogs fled| 

And howling left the unburied dead; 1015 

The camels from their keepers broke; 

The distant steer forsook the voke — 
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The nearer steed pluDged o^er the plain. 
And burst his girth, and tore his rein ; 
The bull-frog's note, from out the marsh, 1020 

Deep-mouthed arose, and doubly harsh ; 
The wolves yelled on the cavemed hill. 
Where echo rolled in thunder still ; 
The jackal's troop, in gathered ciy,"** 
Bayed from afar complaininglj, 1025 

With a mixed and mournful sound. 
Like crying babe, and beaten hound : 
With sudden wing, and ruffled breast, 
The eagle left his rocky nest. 

And mounted nearer to the sun, lOSO 

The clouds beneath him seemed so dun ; 
Their smoke assailed his startled beak. 
And made him higher soar and shriek- 
Thus was Ck>rinth lost and won ! 
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Note ly page g, line 8. 
The Turcoman hath left his herd. 
The life of the Turcomans is wandering and patriarchal : 
Chey dwell in tents. 

Note 2, page j 1, line I7. 
Coumourgi — he u>hose closing scene* 
Ali Coumourgi, the favourite of three sultans, and Grand 
Viaier to Achmet III. after recovering Peloponnesus from 
the Venetians in one campaign, was mortally wounded in the 
next, against the Germans, at the battle of Peterwaradin^ (in 
the plain of Carlowitz) in Hungary, endeavouring to rally his 
guards. ' He died of his wounds next day. His last order 
was the decapitation of General Breuner, and some other 
German prisoners ; and his last words, « Oh that I could 
thus serve all the Christian dogs!" a speech and act not 
unUke one of Caligula. He was a young man of great 
ambition and unbounded presumption : on being told that 
Prince Eugene, then opposed to him, *' was a great general,'! 
he said, ** I shall become a greater, and at his expense/' 

Note 3, page 24, line 15. 
There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea. 
The reader need hardly be reminded that there are no 
^reeptflde tides ia the Mediterranean. 
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Note 4, page 26, line 5. 
And their txihUe tusks crunched o^er the iMter ikuU» 
This spectacle I have seen, Huch as described^ beneath the 
wall of the Seraglio at Constantinople, in the little cavities 
worn by the Bosphorus in the rock, a narrow terrace of 
which projects between the wall and the water. I think the 
fact is also mentioned in Hobhouse's Travels. The bodies 
were probably those of some refractory Janizaries. 

Note 5, page 26, line 14. 
And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair. 
This tufl, or long lock, is left from a superstition that 
Mahomet will draw them into Paradise by it. 

Note 6y page 29, line 3. 
I must here acknowledge a close, though unintentional, 
resemblance in these twelve lines to a passage in an un- 
published poem of Mr. Coleridge, called *' Christabel.** It 
was not till after these lines were written that I heard. that 
wild and singularly original and beautiful poem recited ; and 
the MS. of that production 1 never saw till very recently, bj 
the kindness of Mr. Coleridge himself, who, I hope, is con- 
vinced that I have not heen a wilful plagiarist. The original 
idea undoubtedly pertains to Mr. Coleridge, whose poem has 
been composed above fourteen years. Let me conclude by 
a hope that he will not longer delay the publication of a pro- 
duction, of which I can only add my mite of approbation to 
the applause of far more competent judges. 

Note 7, page 34, line 18. 
There is a light cloud by the tnooi^^ 
1 have been told that the idea expressed from lines 597 to 
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603 has been admired by those whose approbation is valua- 
ble. I am glad of it : but it is not original — at least not 
mine; it may be found much better expressed in pages 
182-3-4 of the English version of '* Vathek*' (I forget the 
precise page of the French), a work to which I have before 
referred ; and never recur to, or read» without a renewal of 
gratification. 

Note 8, page 36, line 18. 
The horsetttUs are plucked Jrom the ground , and the sword* 
The horsetail, fixed upon a lance, a Pasha's standard. 

Note 9, page 42, line 7* 
And since the day^ when m the strait. 
In the naval battle at the mouth of the Dardanelles, be- 
tween the Venetians and the Turks. 



Note 10^ page 54, line 7- 

ThejackaPs troop^ in gathered cry. 

I believe I have taken a poetical license to transplant the 

jackal from Asia. In Greece I never saw nor heard these 

animals ; but among the ruins of Ephesus I have heard them 

by hundreds. They haunt ruins, and follow armies. 
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TO 

SCROPE BEARDMORE DAVIES, Esq. 

THE FOLLOWING POEM 
IS INSCRIBED 

BY ONE WHO HAS LONG ADMIRED HIS TALENTS 
AND VALUED HIS FRIENDSHIP. 

JuH,2*2, 1816. 



The following poem is grounded on a circumstance men* 
tioned in Gibbon's " Antiquities of the House of Bruns- 
wick/' — I am aware^ that in modem times the delicacy 
or fastidiousness of the reader may deem such subjects 
unfit for the purposes of poetry. The G reek dramatists, 
and some of the best of our old English writers, were 
of a different opinion : as Alfieri and Schiller have also 
been, more recently, upon the continent. The follow- 
ing extract will explain the facts on ^diich die story is 
founded. The name of Azo is substituted for Nicholas, 
as more metrical. 

** Under the reign of Nicholas III. Ferrara was polluted 
'' with a domestic tragedy. By the testimony of an 
'' attendant, and his own observation, the Marqub of 
^* Este discovered the incestuous loves of his wife Pa- 
** risina, and Hugo his bastard son, a beautiful and 
'' valiant youth. They were beheaded in the castle by^ 
** the sentence of a father and husband, who published 
^* his shame, and survived their excQition. He was 
" unfortunate, if they were guilty ; if they were inno- 
^^ cent, he was still more unfortunate : nor is there any 
'' possible situation in which I can sincerely approve the 
"last act of the justice of a parent." — Gibbon* $ Mis^ 
ttllantous Works f vol. 3d. p. 470, new edition. 
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I. 

It if the hour when from the boughs 

The Dightbgale'f high note is heard ; 

It is the hour when lovera' vows 

Seem sweet iu every whisper'd wprd ; 

And gentle winds^ and waters near, 5 

Make music to the lonely ear. 

Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 

And in the sky the stars are met, 

And on the wave is deeper blue^ 

And on the leaf a browner hue, 1 

And in the heaven that clear obscure. 

So softly dark, and darkly pure, 

Which follows the decline of day, 

As twilight melts beneath the moon away. ^ 
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11. 

But it b not to list to the waterfall 1 5 

That Pariflina leaves her hall, 

And it is not to gaze on the heavenly light 

That the lady walks in the shadow of night ; 

And if she sits in Esters bower, 

Tis not for the sake of its full-blown flower — 20 

She listens — ^but not for the nightingale — 

Though her ear expects as soft a tale. 

There glides a step through the foliage thick. 

And her cheek grows paler-and her heart beats quick. 

There whispers a voice through the rustling leaves. 

And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves : 26 

A moment more — and they shall meet— - 

Tia past— -her lover's at her feet. 

III. 
And what unto them is the world beside 
With all its change of time and tide i 30 

Its living things — ^its earth and sky — 
Are noihing to their mind and eye. 
And heedless as the dead are they 
Of aught around, above, beneath; 
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As if all else had passed away, 35 

They only for each other breathe ; 

Their very sighs are full of joy 

So deep, that did it not decay, 

That happy madness would destroy 

The hearts which feel its fiery sway : 40 

Of guilt, of peril, do they deem 

In that tumultuous tender dream ? 

Who that have felt that passion's power. 

Or paused, or feared in such an hour i 

Or thought how brief such moments last : 45 

But yet — they are already past ! 

Alas ! we must awake before 

We know such vbion comes no more. 

IV. 

With many a lingering look they leave 

The spot of guilty gladness past j^ 50 

And though they hope, and vow, they grieve, 

A» if that parting were the last 

The frequent sigh — the long embrace — 

The lip that there would cling for ever. 

While gleams on Parisina's face 55 

The Heaven she Cears will not forgive her. 
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As if eacli calmly conscious star 

Beheld her frailty from afar — 

The frequent sigh^ the long embrace^ 

Yet binds them to their trysting-place. 60 

But it must come, and they must part 

In fearful heaviness of heart, 

Willi all the deep and shuddering chill 

Which follows fast the deeds of ill. 

V. 

And Hugo is gone to his lonely bed, 05 

To covet there another's bride ; 

But she must lay her conscious head 

A husband's trusting heart beside. 

But fevered in her sleep she seems, 

And red her cheek with troubled dreams, 70 

And mutters she in her unrest 

A name she dare not breathe by day. 

And clasps her Lord unto the breast 

Which pants for one away : 

And he to that embrace awakes, 15 

And, happy in the thought, mistakes 

That dreaming sigh, and warm caress. 

For such as he was m'out to bless; 
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And could ia very foodoess weep 

O'er ber who loves him even io sleep. 80 

VI. 
He clasped her sleeping to his heart, 
And listened to each broken word : 
He hears — Why doth Prince Azo start. 
As if the Archangel's voice he heard f 
And well he may — a deeper doom 85 

Could scarcely thunder o'er his tomb. 
When he shall wake to sleep no more. 
And stand the eternal throne before. 
And welt he may — his earthly peace 
Upon that sound is doomed to cease. 90 

That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo's shame. 
And whose that name i that o'er his pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow. 
Which rolb the plank upon the shore, 95 

And dashes on the pointed rock 
The wretch who sinks to rise no more, — 
So came upon bis soul the shock. 
And whose that name i 'tis Hugo's, — ^his— 
In sooth he had not deemed of this !-— 100 

F 2 
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Tw Hugo's, — he, the child of one 

He loved — his own all-evil son — 

The offspring of his wayward youth, 

IVheu he betrH}ed Bianca^s truth. 

The maid whose folly could confide 105 

In him who made her not his bride. 

vn. 

He plucked his poignard in its sheath, 

But sheathed it ere the point was bare — 

Howe'er unworthy now to breathe. 

He could not slay a thing so fEur— ] 10 

At least, not smiling — sleeping — there — 

Nay, more : — ^he did not wake her then. 

But gazed upon her with a glance 

Which, had she roused her from her trance. 

Had frozen her sense to sleep again — 1 1 5 

And o'er his brow the burning lamp 

Gleamed on the dew-drops big and damp. 

She spake no more — but still she slumbered — 

While, in hu thought, her days are numbered. 
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VIII. 

And with the morn he sought, and found, 120 

In many a tale from those around. 

The proof of all he feared to know, 

Their present guilt, his future woe ; 

The long-conniving danmels seek 

To save themselves, and would transfer 125 

The guilt — the shame — the doom — to her : 

Concealment is no more — they speak 

All circumstance which may compel 

Full credence to the tale they tell : 

And Azo's tortured heart and ear 130 

Have nothing more; to feel or hear. 

rlX. 

He was not one who brooked delay : 

Within the chamber of his state, 
The chief of Este's ancient sway 

Upon his throne of judgment sate ; 195 

His nobles and his guards are there,-— 
Before him is the sinful pair ; 
Both young, — ^and one how passing fair! 
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Widi swordless belt, and fettered hand. 

Oh, Christ ! that thus a son. should stand 1 40 

Before a father's face! 
Yet thus must Hugo meet his sire, 
And hear the sent^ice of his ire. 

The tale of his disgrace ! 

And yet he seems not overcome, 145 

Although, as yet, his voice be dumb. 

X. 

And still, and pale, and silently 

Did Parisina wait her doom ; 
How changed since last her speaking eft 

Glanced gladness round the glittering room, 150 
Where high-born men were proud to wait — 
Where Beauty watched to imitate 

Her gentle voice — ^her lovely mien — 

And gather from her air and gait 

The graces of it's queen : 155 

Then, — had her eye in sorrow wept, 
A thousand warriors forth had leapt, 
A thousand swords had sheathless shone. 
And made her quarrel all their own* 
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Now, — what is she ? and what are thej i 160 

Can she coDimandy or these obey ? 

All silent and unheeding now. 

With downcast ejes and knitting brow. 

And folded arms, and freezing air, 

And lips that scarce their scorn forbear, i 65 

Her knights and dames, her court — is there: 

And he, the chosen one, whose lance 

Had yet been couched before her glance, 

Who — were his arm a moment free — 

Had died or gained her liberty; 170 

Tlie minion of his father*s bride, — 

He, too, is fettered by her side ; 

Nor sees her swoln and full eye swim 

Less for her own despair than him : 

Those lids o'er which the violet vein — 176 

Wandering, leaves a tender stain, 

Shining through the smoothest white ^' 

That e'er did softest kiss invite — 

Now seemed with hot and livid glpw 

To press, not shade, the orbs below ; IBO 

Which glance so heavily, and fill. 

As tear ou tear grows gadiering still. 
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And he for her had ahK> wept. 

But for the eyes that on him gazed: 
His sorrow, if he felt it, slept ; 185 

Stero and erect his brow was raised. 
Whatever the grief his soul avowed, 
He would not shrink before the crowd; 
But yet he dared not look on her : 
Remembrance of the hours that were — 190 

His guilt — his love — his present state^^— 
His father's wrath — all good men's hate— 
His earthly, his eternal fate — 
And hers, — oh, hers ! — he dared not throw 
One look upon that deathlike brow ! t05 

Else had his rising heart betrayed 
Remorse for all the wreck it made. 

XU. 
And Azo spake : — *' But yesterday 

*^ I gloried in a wife and son ; 
^ That dream this morning passed away ; 20(> 

'^ Ere day declines, I shall have none* 



V 
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'' My life must linger on alone ; 

*^ Vfell, — let that pass, — ^tbere breathes not one 

'' Who would not do as I have done: 

** Those ties are broken — not by me ; 205 

** Let that too pass ; — the doom's prepared ! 
^ Hugo, the priest awaits on thee, 

^' And then*— thy crime's reward ! 
** Away ! address thy prayers to Heaven, 

** Before its evening stars are met — 210 

*' Learn if thou there canst be forgiven : 

'* It's mercy may absolve thee yet. 
'^ But here, upon the earth beneath, 

'^ There is no spot where thou and I 
*' Together, for an hour, could breadie: 215 

** Farewell! I will not see thee die — 
'^ But thou, frail thing! shalt view his head— 

<' Away ! I cannot speak the rest : 

*^ Go ! woman of the wanton breast ; 
'' Not I, but thou his blood dost shed : 220 

" Go I if that sight thou canst outlive, 
" And joy thee in the life I give." 
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XIII. 

And here stern Azo hid his face — 
For on hig brow the swelling vein 
Throbbed as if back upon his brain 225 

The hot blood ebbed and flowed again ; 

And therefore bowed he for a space, 

And passed his shaking hand along 

His eye, to veil it from the throng ; 

While Hugo raised his chained hands, 230 

And for a brief delay demands 

His father^s ear : the silent sire 

Forbids not what his words require. 

*^ It is not that I dread the death — 

« For thou hast seen me by thy side 23.5 

*' All redly through the battle ride, 
*^ And that not once a useless brand 
^ Thy slaves have wrested from my hand, 
'^ Hath shed more blood in cause of thine, 
** Than e'er can stain the axe of mine : 24f> 

'' Thou gav'st, and ma/st resume my breath, 
^* A gift for which I thank thee not ; 
'^ Nor are my mother's wrongs forgot. 
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** Her slighted love and ruined name, 

^* Her offspring's heritage of shame ; 245 

^* But she is in the grave, where he, 

*^ Her son, thy rival, soon shall be. 

*' Her broken heart — my severed head-^ 

** Shall witness for thee from the dead 

** How trusty and how tender were 1250 

** Thy youthful love — ^paternal care, 

" *Tis true, that I have done thee wrong — 

^' But wrong for wrong — this deemed thy bride, 

*' The other victim of thy pride, 

^* Thou know'st for me was deltined long. 255 

^' Thou saw'st, and coveted'st her charms— 

** And with thy very crime — my birth, 

** Thou taunted'st me — as little worth ; 

'' A match ignoble for her arms, 

^' Because, forsooth, I could not claim 260 

'' The lawful heirship of thy name, 

*' Nor sit on Este's lineal throne : 

*^ Yet, were a few short summers mine, 

** My name should more than Este's shine 

** With honours all my own. 265 

*^ I had a sword — ^and have a breast 

** That should have won as haught* a crest 
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" As ever waved along the lioe 

*^ Of all these sovereign sires of thioe. 

*^ Not always knightly spurs are worn 270 

^ The brightest by the better bom ; 

** And mhie have lanced my courser's flank 

^ Before proud chiefs of princely rank, 

** When charging to the cheering cry 

•' Of ' Este and of Victory ?" 275 

** I will not plead the cause of crime, 

^ Nor sue thee to redeem from time 

^ A few brief hours or days that must 

*^ At length roll o'er my reckless dust ;— - 

** Such maddening moments as my past, 280 

^ They could not, and they did not, last — 

** Albeit, my birth and name be base, 

'^ And thy nobility of race 

^' Disdained to deck a thing like m^— 

'^ Yet in my lineaments they trace 285 

*^ Some features of my father's fece, 

*^ And in my spirit— all of thee. 

** From thee — ^this tamelessness of heart — 

** From thee— nay, wherefore dost thou start ? — 
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'^ From thee in all their Tigour came 290 

** My arm of streugth, my soul of flame — 

" Thou didst not give me life alone, 

'' But all that made me more thine own. 

** See what thy guilty love hath done ! 

** Repaid thee with too like a son ! 295 

^' I am no bastard in my soul, 

** For that, like thine, abhorred controui : 

^ And for my breath, that hasty boon 

** Thou gav'st and wilt resume so soon, 

*' 1 valued it no more than thou, 300 

** When rose thy casque above thy broW, 

** And we, all side by side, have striven) 

*' And o'er the dead our coursers driven:^ 

** The past is nothing — and at last * 

'' The future can but be the past ; ' 305 

'' Yet would I tliat 1 then had died : 

** For though thou work'dst my mother's ill^ 

" And made thy own my desUned bride, 

'' I feel thou art my father still ; 

** And, harsh as sounds thy hard decree, 3 10 

*' 'Tis not unjust, although from thee* 

** Begot in sin, to die in shame, 

'' My life begun and ends the same : 
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" As erred the sire, so erred the son- 

** And thou must punish both in one. Z\s 

*^ Mj crime seems worst to human view, 

*' But God must judge between us too !" 

XIV. 
He ceased — and stood with folded arms, 
Ob which the circling fetters sounded ; 
And not an ear but felt as wounded, 320 

Of all the chiefs that there were ranked, 
When those dull chains in meeting clanked : 
mi Parisina's fatal charms 
Again attracted every eye — 

Would she thus hear him doomed to die ! S25 

She stood, I said, all pale and still. 
The living cause of Hugo's ill : 
Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide. 
Not once had turned to either side — 
Nor once did those sweet eyelids close, 330 

Or shade the glance o'er which they rose, 
But round their orbs of deepest blue 
Tlie circling while dilated grew — 
And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were iu her curdled blood ; 355 
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But every now and then a tear 

So large and slowly gathered slid 

From the long dark fringe of that fair lid. 

It was a thing to see, not hear I 

And those who saw, it did surprise, .?40 

Such drops could fall from human eyes. 

To speak she thought — the imperfect note 

Was choked within her swelling throat, 

Yet seemed in that low hollow groan 

Her whole heart gushing in the tone. 345 

It ceased — ^again she thought to speak. 

Then burst her voice in one long shriek. 

And to the earth she fell like stone 

Or statue from its base o'erthrown. 

More like a thing that ne'er had life, — 350 

A monument of Azo's wife, — 

Than her, that living guilty thing, 

Whose every passion was a sting, 

Which urged to guilt, but could not bear 

That guilt's detection and despair. 355 

But yet she lived — and all too soon 

Recovered from that death-like swoon — 

But scarce. to reason* — every sense 

Had been o'erstrung by pangs intense; 
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And each frail fibre of her brain S60 

(As bow-8tring8y when relaxed by rain. 
The erring arrow launch aside) 
Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wide — 
The past a blank, the future black. 
With glimpses of a dreary track, 365 

Like lightning on the desart path. 
When midnight storms are mustering wrath. 
She feared— «he felt that something ill 
Lay on her soul, so deep and chill- 
That there was sin and shame she knew ;. 370 
That some one was to die — but who? 
She had forgotten : — did she breathe ? 
Could this be still the earth beneath ? 
The sky above, and men around ; 
Or were they fiends who now so frowned 375 
On one, before whose eyes each eye 
Till then had smiled in sympathy ? 
All was confused and undefined, 
To her all-jarred and wandering mind ; 
A chaos of wild hopes and fears : 380 
And now in laughter, now in tears. 
But madly still in each extreme^ 
She strove with that convulsive dream; 
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For so it seemed on her to break : 

Oh ! vainly must she strive to wake ! 38.5 

XV. 
The Convent bells arc ringing, 
But mournfully and slow ; 

In the grey square turret swinging. 

With a deep sound, to and fro. 
Heavily to the heart they go ! 300 

Hark ! the hymn is singing— 
The song for tiie dead below, 

Or the living who shortly shall be so ! 
For a departing being's soul 

The death-hynm peals and the hollow bells knoll : 
He is near his mortal goal; 396 

Kneeling at the Friar's knee ; 
Sad to hear — and piteous to see — 
Kneeling on the bare cold ground, 
With the block before and the guards around — 400 
And the headsman with his bare arm ready, 
That the blow may be both swift and steady, 
Feels if the axe be sharp and true — 
Since he set its edge anew: 

While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 40«5 
To see the Son fall by the doom of (he Father. 

G 
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XVI. 

It is a lovely hour as yet 

Before the summer sun shall set, 

Which rose upon that heavy day. 

And mocked it with his steadiest ray; 410 

And his evening beams are shed 

Full on Huga's fated head, 

As his last confession pouring 

To the monky his doom deploring 

In penitential holiness, 4 1 5 

He bends to hear his accents Mess 

With absolution such as may 

Wipe our mortal stains away. 

That high sun on hb head did glisteii 

As he there did bow and listen— 420 

And the rings of chesnut hair 

Curled half down his neck so bare ; 

But brighter still the beam was dut>wn 

Upon the axe which near him shone 

With a clear and ghastly glittei^-^ — 

Oh ! that parting hour was bitter ! 42S 

Even the stem stood chilled with awe : 

Dark the crime, and just the h 

Ytt they shuddered as th«y saw. 
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The parting prayers are said and over 

Of that false son — and daring lover ! 430 

His beads and sins are all recounted. 

His hours to their last minute mounted — 

His mantling cloak before was stripped. 

His bright brown locks must now be clipped, 

'Tis done — all closely are they shorn — 435 

The vest which till this moment worn— 

The scarf which Parisina gave^- 

'Must not adorn him to the grave. 

Even that must now be thrown aside. 

And o'er his eyes the kerchief tied; 440 

But no-^that last indignity 

Shall ne*er approach his haughty eye. 

All feelings seemingly subdued. 

In deep disdam were half renewed. 

When headman's hands prepared to bind 44S 

Those eyes which would not brook such blind : 

As if they dared not look on death. 

^ No — ^yours my forfeit blood and breath— 

'^ These hands are chained— but let me die 

^ At least mik an unshackled eye — 4^0 
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" Strike :" — and as the word he said^ 
Upon the block he bowed his head ; 
. Tliese the last accents Hugo spoke; 
" Strike*' — and flashing fell the stroke — 
Rolled the head — and, gushing, sunk 45.'# 

Back tlie stained and heaving trunk, 
In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked with its ensanguined rain ; 
His eyes and lips a moment quiver, 
Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 460 

He died, as erring man should die. 

Without display, without parade ; 

Meekly had he bowed and prayed. 

As not disdaining priestly aid. 

Nor desperate of all hope on high. 465 

And while before the Prior kneeling. 

His heart was weaned from earthly feeling ; 

His wrathful sire — ^his paramour—- 

What were they in such an hourf 

No more reproach — no more despair^ 470 

No thought but heaven — no word but prayer-^ 

Save the few which from him broke. 

When, bared to meet the headmaa's stroke} 
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He claimed to die with eyes unbound, 

His sole adieu to those around. 475 

xvin. 

Still as the lips that closed in death. 

Each gazer's bosom held his breath : 

But }et, afar, from man to man, 

A cold electric shiver ran. 

As down the deadly blow descended 480 

On hiiii whose life and love thus ended; 

And with a hushing sound comprest, 

A sigh ijhruuk back ou every breast; 

But no more thnllmg uoise rose there. 

Beyond the blow that to the block 485 

Pierced through with forced and sullen shock, 

Save one : — what cleaves the silent air 

So madly shrill — so passing wildf 

That, as a mother's o'er her child. 

Done to death by suddeu blow, 490 

To the sks these accf nis go. 

Like a soui's m endkss woe. 

Through Azo's palace-lattice driven. 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven^ 
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And every eye ia turned thereon ; 49$ 

But sound and sight alike are gone! 
It was a woman's shriek — and ne'er 
" In madlier accents rose despair ; 
And those who heard it, as it past. 
In mercy wished it were the last. 500 

XIX. 

Hugo is fallen ; and, from that hour, 

No more in palace, hall, or bower. 

Was Parisina heard or seen : 

Her name — as if she ne'er had been-— 

Was banished from each lip and ear, 505 

Like words of wantonness or fear; 

And from Prince Azo's voice, by none 

Was mention heard of wife or son; 

No tomb — no memory had they ; 

Theirs was unconsecrated clay; 510 

At least the knight's who died that day. 

But Parisina's fate lies hid 

Like dust beneath the coffin lid : 

Whether in convent she abode, 

And won to heaven her dreary road, 515 
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By blighted and remorseful years 

Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears ; 

Or if she fell by bowl or steel, 

For that dark love she dared to feel ; 

Or if, upon the moment smote, 520 

She died by tortures less remote ; 

Like him she saw upon the block, 

With heart that shared the headman's shock. 

In quickened brokeuness that came. 

In pity, o'er her, shattered frame, 525 

None knew — and none can ever know : 

But whatsoe'er its end below, 

Her life began and closed in woe ! 

XX. 

And Azo found another bride, 

And goodly sons grew by his side ; 530 

But none so lovely and so brave 

As him who withered in the grave ; 

Or if they were — on his cold eye 

Their growth but glanced unheeded by. 

Or noticed with a smothered sigh. 535 

But never tear his cheek descended. 

And never smile his brow unbended ; 
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And o'er that f^r broad brow were wrought 

The intersected lines of thought ; 

Those furrou's which the burning share 540 

Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there ; 

Scars of the lacerating mind 

Which the Soul's war dodi leave behuid. 

He was past all mirth or woe : 

Nothing mpre remained below, 545 

But sleepless nights and heavy days, . 

A mind all dead to scorn or praise, ^ 

A heart which shunned itself — and yet 

That would not yield — nor could forget, 

Which when it least appeared to melt, 550 

Intendy thought — hitenscly felt : 

The deepest ice which ever froze 

Can only o'er the surface close — 

The living stream lies quick below. 

And flows — and cannot cease to flow. 5SS 

Still was his sealed-up bosom haunted 

By thoughts which Nature hath implanted ; 

Too deeply rooted thence to vanish. 

However our stifled tears we banish ; 

When, struggling as tlicy rise to start, 560 

We check those waters of the he«rt. 
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They are not dried-^those tears unshed 

But flow back to the fountain head. 

And resting in their spring more pure, 

For ever in its depth endure, 565 

Unseen, unwept, but uncongealed, 

And cherished most where least revealed* 

With inward starts of feeling left, 

To throb o'er those of life bereft; 

Without the power to fill again 570 

^rhe desart gap which made his pain; 

Without the hope to meet them where 

United souls shall gladness share, 

With all the consciousness that he 

Had only passed a just decree; i75 

That they had wrought their doom of ill^ 

Yet Azo's age was wretched still. 

The tainted branches of the tree, 

If lopped with care, a strength may give. 

By which the rest shall bloom and live 56(> 

All greenly fresh and wildly free* 

But if the lightning, in its wrath, 

The waving boughs with fury scathe, 

Tlie massy^ trunk the ruin feels. 

And never more a leaf reveals. M5 

H 



NOTES. 



Note I9 page 63, line 14. 

As twilight melts beneath the moon away, 

llie lines contained in Section I. were printed as se 

music some time since: but belonged to the poem wl 

they now appear, the greater part of which was compc 

prior to " Lara*' and other compositions since published 

Note 2f page 75f last line. 
That should have won as haught a crest. 
Haught — ^haughty-— *< Away haught man, thou art insult 
me.'* Shakspeare, Richard 



THE END. 
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